Twenty years of dreams (2023 edition) 


My oldest nightmare: I'm in kindergarten. Maybe with one or more of the teachers. Are they 
witches? The cauldron from The Black Cauldron is there, perhaps in the courtyard, and 
someone is locked inside, forever. The thought terrifies me beyond words. There's a phone, 
too; an old dial phone. Perhaps it is used at some point to talk to the person trapped in the 
cauldron. 


* 


A medieval town, full of narrow streets and winding passages. A postcard shop. An acrobat, 
dead, in an alley; his throat was cut. 


* 


I walk in the countryside; a kind of very flat plain, very open. Large white arrows are painted 
on the ground, indicating a direction. I follow them, for a few hundred metres, then suddenly 
the arrows are no longer on the ground: they are floating in the air, pointing to the sky. I wake 
up screaming. 


* 


I am with Xavier and Alexandra, or at least a girl I will identify as her later. We are running, 
in the woods, at night. We are running away or chasing something, but without any notion of 
fear. A sense of freedom, of wildness, quite euphoric. We stop in a corner of the woods that 
looks like the entrance to Xavier's forest, near the ponds. We smile at each other, as if we 
were living a sacred or supernatural and happy moment, while a purple glow gradually 
colours the sky and the forest, until it envelops everything. 


* 


In my bed in the early morning, in a half-sleep; I visualize my paternal grandmother, 
hemiplegic since a stroke. I visualise her face, and mentally "dolly" towards her eyes, as if to 
enter them. I enter them and suddenly feel paralysed myself, unable to move in my bed. It 
takes me several seconds to get out of it. 


* 


A scene in an underground, between the bunker and the prison. A man and a young girl he is 
holding captive. Sometimes I am the 'camera', sometimes the girl. She has to wipe herself 
with a towel that has been lying around in a pissoir. She then takes off her panties and lies 
down on the bed, thighs apart. Then he sodomises her. 


* 


I'm in a house with someone and I find a book on a bed entitled Male-on-Male Abuse. | think 
it's a diary of a child victim of paedophiles and open it secretly. I find pictures: landscapes 
and houses, beautiful. The house seen from the outside reminds me of Benoit's house, for its 
old-fashioned aspect; beams, exposed stones. Then I come across other photos, atrocious: the 
same man, his face horribly red and swollen, pierced, torn, distended. He poses with a look of 


half pride, half aggression, a devilish look and a deformed, swollen tongue. His injuries vary 
according to the photos. He is wearing normal clothes (a leather jacket in particular). In some 
of the photos you can see his normal face. I understand the meaning of the title Male-on-Male 
Abuse: the man in the photo regularly goes to the house we see, to be beaten until he no 
longer has a recognisable human face. 


* 


A New Year's Eve with my grandmother, from which I slip away to go for a walk in strange 
neighbourhoods and buy cigarettes, then go to present my wishes to my German professor at 
the university. He receives me with his wife, in his living room, with a small glass of white 
wine, etc. I go back home, where I can see my mother. I come home to find that my 
grandmother is dead; I see the undertakers carrying her away, her body wrapped in a sheet, 
with leather straps to hold it all together. 


* 


Melanie. We make love. The house is different, stranger. There is talk of a journey, or a 
separation, something painful. 


* 


I walk along the prison to get home to my parents. It is almost dark. At the stable I pass two 
girls, very "gothic"; they look at me with an air of intrigue, seduction, seduction, and a little 
mockery. I arrive at the house, about to enter the driveway; they call me. I feel them behind 
me, motionless, still at the crossroads. I turn around and they are there, but they have no head. 
They move forward, mocking me; I rush into the house and continue to look at them, posted 
in front of the alley, mocking, malicious. 


* 


I am walking in a city, on a pedestrian zone at the end of which is a cathedral. The bells are 
ringing. I enter. There are guided tours in what seem to be catacombs. I talk to a young 
woman who apparently works there. I accidentally drop something, glass explodes on the 
floor, spills everywhere, hurts a child. I pick up the small and large pieces of glass on the 
floor, vaguely threatened by the woman. 


* 


In my parents' house, with a young girl, naked. We drink like holes. I'm a bit ashamed and 
afraid of hitting the family reserve. We sleep together. I ask her to kneel down. I go down to 
the cellar to get some Guinness; it comes in two-litre cans. The girl wants to drink schnapps, 
which she calls "mirabeau". 


* 
At the station, I realise that I am naked. I rush out and find myself (dressed again) in a square, 


a sort of church square, immemorial and with organic, tortured, Lovecraftian shapes. Stalls of 
old books, a second-hand shop. 


In a big city, maybe Paris. I have an appointment with someone, which apparently fails. I 
come back several times to the same point, looking for the person I was supposed to see. I 
enter a kind of cyber-café where a girl was printing on miles of paper. 


* 


We are gathered, a lot of strangers and me, in some building, lined up to be taken somewhere, 
for our safety. But I see that it is Terminators who are supervising the gathering and 
understand that they are making us go to the courtyard of the building to kill us: a nuclear 
bomb must fall on us. I try to run away. 


* 


I'm with Amélie, my college friend. We walk through the streets at night. I walk her home, or 
we walk around like this. It's an old, popular neighbourhood. There's an alleyway that's 
famous for some reason, extremely old and dirty — but we notice that there are workers and 
masons renovating it, and we're revolted. Later, I am on a large footbridge that looks a bit like 
the Kennedy Viaduct, only smaller. There is a glass building at one end. I'm here for "school" 
reasons. There are lots of other students — hundreds of them — coming up the stairs, on the 
bridge, in the building, everywhere. There are TOO many of them and I realise that the 
bridge is going to give way, so I run to safety. 


* 


Stretches of gardens, hills, paddocks. Then the back of the building where I grew up. Instead 
of tarmac and garages, there's grass and an orchard. A guy, obviously the gardener. I go up to 
him and start talking, explaining my love of trees, of nature... 


* 


In the surroundings of Béning, Hombourg-Haut, Saint-Avold... A hilly area, dead trees, a 
main road. The sky is grey, desolate forests in the distance. I am on a kind of structure made 
of bridges and platforms, above the water, made of big stones, like an ancient ruin. Other 
people are walking on it, like tourists. On one of these platforms, you can see below, a large 
cavity closed by bars, with skulls inside. 


* 


A flat that is supposed to be our neighbours'. I am there with them and my parents. I lock 
myself in the bathroom and the bedrooms to look for panties, or something like that. I wander 
around their stairwell illicitly at night in the dark. 


* 
I walk at night through a block of houses in the centre of which is a dark and imposing 


church. Later, I hang out in a supermarket, almost unsanitary, without finding what I am 
looking for. Then, in a classroom, taking a class. 


At my middle school, bigger, older, darker, emptier. Looking for someone or something. 
Several trips to the CDI to work or for some other important reason. 


* 


I visit my German teacher's house. Old furniture, almost complete darkness. It's night time. 
He arrives and introduces me to his boys. Later I wander around a sort of high school or 
university compound, very beautiful, very old, also deserted, and I end up crossing the 
sub-principal of my middle school, in a dark and luxurious hall. 


* 


It's a horrific Lovecraft kind of atmosphere. I'm with another guy and we want to go up some 
kind of tower. We climb some stairs, a horror appears, we run away. 


* 


I visit an attic, huge and very bright, belonging to Mariette. Tons of magnificent objects. 


* 


I walk up the Ruffec Street, on a sunny day, with several people. There is a pretty blonde, 
younger than me, looking sad. I tell her that I am ready to listen to her, that we can go and 
talk in the fields and trees behind the building where I live. She finally agrees. I am not 
without more mundane goals: while talking I often put my hand on her kidneys, in a 
protective but also dominant way. When I arrive in the fields behind my building, I realise 
that things have changed a lot since I was a child: there is a kind of greenhouse, the 
boundaries of the field are made of bushes or wooden railings. I tell her what it was like 
before, especially the well on the ground. The girl holds my arm. By the time we cross the 
field, it is dark. At the far end there is a strange structure, a sort of altar with a small statue, 
candles, something sacred in any case, which I identify with the goddess Frigg. It is dark. We 
arrive at a housing estate, a road. Big white houses, very modern. A car arrives, driving at a 
pace, we hear men speaking in Arabic; never before have these sounds and intonations 
seemed so aggressive and "evil" to me. The headlights are looking for us. I move quickly, 
holding the girl, and climb the few steps of a house, narrowly escaping our pursuers. The car 
disappears and we turn back. 


* 


In a city that is supposed to be Strasbourg. A cathedral, small streets... A passage is closed 
and I have to jump over a wall or a fence to get to the other side. I pass two women. I get lost 
in the bus routes, the drivers don't really inform me... 


* 
There's a ghost violently moving my stuff around in my studio. I sit on the toilet and cry 


loudly, both out of fear and sadness, and to let him know that I've noticed his presence and 
that he can leave now. 


With my parents and Pierre. We travel in huge buses, packed with rather young 
tourists — teenagers and young adults. We visit what is supposed to be Pompeii; instead, it's 
some sort of well-kept castle ruins in a hilly landscape that looks more like the Moselle than 
Italy. The visit is very short, we walk a hundred meters and it's over. I'm very disappointed 
and yell at my father that it was bad. 


* 


I enter the courtyard of my nanny's house in Graefinthal Street. There's some kind of birthday 
party; I don't know whether I'm going upstairs or not, whether I'm meeting people or not, but 
I'm there when I don't have to be. Later I'm at a window, or on a roof, and I see Aurelie across 
the street through her window, with people, smiling at me and running her finger from right 
to left across her throat, in a slashing gesture. They come after me and I am terrified; I 
narrowly miss them and end up in a big street in a big city. I enter a kind of covered market, 
which turns out to be the courtyard of a university. A call on my mobile: Sandra F. laughs at 
me and threatens me. "We'll find you". I hide in the toilets, walk through the corridors and try 
to hide in the most remote corner of the building. Stairwells, doors. I pass people who 
apparently live there, as if in a housing estate. I end up entering a room where two girls are in 
bed. 


* 


A sort of courtyard like the one at the Conservatory. Except that it overlooks the town hall; 
opposite it, in an arc, small spaces separated by railings, like small gardens, with statues — it 
reminds me of the interior garden of the Klock tea room. It is day or night depending on the 
moment. At one point I am with my father and sister in a bistro apparently located in one of 
the buildings that border the courtyard, decorated a bit like the Medieval. My sister is 
drinking a Guinness, and says she's been drinking it for a long time —I reply that I started 
much younger than her. The three of us walk down the stairs, old, dusty, old apartment 
building stairs. 


At night, in the same yard. I'm talking to someone or going towards someone, but suddenly 
invisible "mini-bombs" explode all over the ground and create crackling fire, as if the ground 
were strewn with firecrackers. 


* 


At night. I pass several times under a large arch similar to the Craffe Gate. It is terribly dark 
there. Later, with Pierre and Xavier. We walk through a network of cellars and fall into the 
one at my parents' house. 


* 
I go out with Laetitia, and we live in a big, beautiful, old house in town; it's night and I go up 


to the attic to play jazz on the drums, but I can't find any sticks. I look out the window at the 
house across the street, where porcelain dolls are sleeping on a bed. 


I dream once more of the building on Ruffec Street, and the fields behind. The eternal smell 
of burning branches. For the first time, instead of arousing a mixture of nostalgia and wonder, 
returning to these places makes me feel uneasy. 


* 


With Pierre, by bus, going up the Stanislas Street and then Anatole France, passing over a 
river, or a wide canal, instead of the railway. The sun is magnificent. Instead of the station, 
there are modern, colourful apartment buildings and a path for walking along the water. I 
remark that we have never used it before. It's really a beautiful day, with the sun reflecting off 
the canal and the windows of the buildings. A feeling of eternity. 


* 


I am alone on a sunny day in a city like Bruges. Climbing some small stairs to a pier, I am 
accosted by a gang of youths, one girl and several boys. Tacky, mocking — with a vague idea 
of threat. I don't manage to get away from them, but we sit down on a terrace, right by the 
water, and I decide to become the "aggressor". I take an ironic tone and try to have the last 
word, to destabilize them. Especially the girl, to whom I make it clear that she is mine. The 
water is blue, the sun is reflected in it. On my left, the waitress is there, asking what we're 
having. The young people don't dare to order. At ease, I take a coffee. 


* 


I borrowed a Super-8 camera to shoot a short clip. Even without the camera I "see" in black 
and white, with a very grainy, ethereal, jumping image... I film myself (and see myself as 
from the outside) in Neunkirch, in front of the fountain — at another moment I direct two 
guys, who are dancing a round or something. I stop when I see the number 13 on a camera 
counter, deducing that I have filmed 13 minutes. 


* 


Ruffec Street, in the living room. I look through the large window that opens onto the terrace. 
I am with someone, my mother or another woman. I see a huge pink cloud moving towards 
our building. When it's overhead, a dirty, greasy rain starts to fall. 


* 


With Fabrice and another guy. We go to Fabrice's house. The weather is extremely grey and 
dark, but not sad at all, rather beautiful and pleasant even. The grass is very green. My shoes 
sink into the damp earth. We enter. The atmosphere is dark, and the interior woody like 
Xavier's. Along one wall there is a long table where we sit. A child, between five and seven 
years old, tastes it: Fabrice's brother. I rack my brains to find out how old he was when I was 
with Fabrice as a child, and realise that at the time he was simply not born. 


* 


A kind of tavern, a bistro-restaurant, in the fields of Neunkirch. 


In a university, with someone who explains to me that to get out or in there are a multitude of 
corridors and clueless staircases to take, and that it's quite difficult to find your way if you 
don't know your way around. You pass through a whole network of service corridors, 
cluttered with equipment and ladders like the back of a theatre stage. We arrive in a last room, 
more or less empty. Frank is there. We have a friendly chat. He shows me a documentary on a 
screen, or a television; we see in a desert African landscape horribly emaciated black people, 
who have nothing human left, sometimes bloody, immobile, more dead than alive. A vehicle 
throws objects at them, perhaps food. A vision of horror. 


* 


An attack or a horrible accident in the laboratory opposite my house, on Guerrier de Dumast 
Street. I see people falling or throwing themselves out of windows. It's dark. 


* 


I visit an unknown and labyrinthine village with Xavier and Eric, under a magnificent sun. 
There is a covered bridge under which tourists walk; there are primitive, grimacing stone 
statues engraved with runes. 


* 


A stroll through the streets at night in Nancy. Old houses, railings, flowerbeds. In front of one 
of these houses I stop and look at Florence — supposedly living there — through the window, 
or through the gate when she is in her garden.) I know she knows I'm spying on her. I do 
nothing to hide, nor do I greet her. She herself does not come to me. These moments when I 
spy on her seem to be part of our relationship; part of her unspoken words. 


* 


A view below of Nancy, which is turning into a sprawling city. Buildings contain pavements 
and streets, gigantic flats. 


* 


I walk along a hillside path; a large hill that houses a fortress; the walls are made of natural 
walls, or built of stone, depending on the place. It all looks ancient, immemorial. At the 
bottom, there are troglodytic dwellings, dug in the same stone. The weather is fine and there 
are many people; I understand that this is a place of pilgrimage. There is a small statue, of the 
Virgin perhaps, at man's height, on the side of the road. I go to it and light a candle; there are 
several in front of it, as well as incense and flowers. The smell of the candles and incense, the 
warmth that emanates from them, puts me in a spiritual mood. I have done the right thing and 
feel good. A young woman comes up to me, quite pretty, with bright eyes, and asks my name. 
We have a short exchange and then she says "Goodbye" and mentions my name—I am 
attracted to her, to her air that is at once serene, spiritual and inviting. 


* 


I wander in front of the chalet, and in the place of the car park there is a circle of stones, with 
ashes; I think of the missing girls, and I see their faces again, in a photo. 


* 


In a kind of castle, or a very big house; stone walls, woodwork, luxurious and ancient decor. 
A man asks me to let him do it, to trust him. A ritual is being prepared; I feel the sting but do 
nothing. I am in a small room that opens onto a larger space where the man begins his 
ceremony. When satanic symbols start dancing on the floor, I realise it's too late. A few 
seconds later something comes towards me, half man, half dragon, indescribable, 
unspeakable 


* 


With my father and sister, in the empty streets near the Mill car park. We're walking home 
and I'm having a bit of trouble zipping up my coat because the buttons aren't really facing the 
holes. My father says something about Florence and I ask why. "Because she's your 
girlfriend, Florence, right? — Er, no." I'm exasperated by this discussion. We start walking 
down a country lane and my father tells me in a rather contemptuous tone that he knows all 
about these kind of chicks, that she's going to make me walk all the way, take advantage of 
me, and so on. I feel a mortal hatred for him. We arrive in some swamps where we sink up to 
our waists. Tree branches and standing corpses of sheep and goats, literally frozen in the 
mud, block our way. 


* 


A family in a very small house —I see the parents' bedroom, which reminds me of my own 
parents' bedroom in Ruffec Street. The father, the mother (who sometimes looks like Diane), 
a small child and a huge teddy bear. The parents are amused to see the child playing with it. 
But suddenly the child starts talking in a strange, deep, mocking and somehow perverse 
voice. The parents are stunned, frightened, incredulous. Eventually they realise that it is the 
teddy bear speaking through the child. 


Another scene: the mother, in order to amuse her child, takes the teddy bear and speaks to it 
in a silly tone. She doesn't seem to realise it, but the teddy bear has a big, toothy grin on its 
face. 


The child comes in from the bathroom; the mother is terrified; she thought he was there with 
her. 


I am the husband. We are naked in bed and I lean over her, taking her breasts in my mouth; 
she tells me to stop, without explaining why but I know it's to do with the stuffed animal. 


* 


My flat (much bigger and more luxurious than the real one) is only separated from my 
neighbour's by a curtain. I come and go more or less naked at home, towards the shower, 
voluntarily passing several times in front of the half-open curtain, and twice we pass each 
other. Small smiles... 


Bicycle ride, in the countryside, alone, in the corners of Forbach. At one point I go into the 
forest. There is a big difference in altitude. I go on foot. I come across Jessica C., sitting on 
wooden steps embedded in the forest floor. She is even more beautiful than before, and I 
notice just by this reflection that her boyfriend is next to her. In fact there are lots of people, 
other girls, everyone on the bleachers, at different heights. 


* 


A night walk in a city — not supposed to be Nancy. Like a kind of treasure hunt, because there 
are posters and little papers hanging up that indicate possible paths... I walk through narrow 
streets in the middle of gardens, passing other people who seem to be in the same "game". 
Then I go up a very steep street, and the night is very beautiful. A very special house, I don't 
know why. 


* 


In the streets around Place Stanislas. I'm with Pierre and everything is sepia; I see in sepia. 
We are in a demonstration and Florence is probably there too. Everything degenerates when 
the police arrive and throw tear gas. Pierre and I run towards the Pépiniére, which is in fact a 
cemetery. We run along it and arrive in a forest; a strange and deformed man, almost 
inhuman, is supposed to live there, but he is invisible; the forest is reputedly radioactive. 


* 


I'm on a train, in a landscape of pine forests. There are two women and a child in my 
compartment. One of them tells the kid that they won't pay. Then we pass through southern 
towns and there is a beautiful sunshine; you can see the sea and the holidaymakers. That's 
why I'm here; I need the sun, the sea, a change of scenery. I've gone alone and I realise that 
I've forgotten my chequebook; I tell myself that I'll pay for the hotel with my credit card. I am 
very moved and very nervous: I want to get off the train and throw myself into the sea, to 
wander the streets. I get off in a town at random. At a pedestrian crossing I see one of the 
women on the train again, the one with the child. I walk through small streets, not far from 
the beach. I tell myself that in Marseille, which was my initial goal, I could go to Fab's house 
and I remember his address: 3 Three Magi Street. I enter a garage that leads to cellars and 
other garages. I realise then that if I want to go to Marseille, I have to get back on the train. I 
run to get out again. There are doors that lower automatically and I have to go under them, at 
full speed, to avoid being trapped. Once outside, I can't find my way back. I am one street 
away from the beach. I see the mother and child again; she smiles at me. She is dark-haired, 
short, tanned, in a light summer dress; smiling, inviting, soothing. 


* 


The concert, in slightly old-fashioned but familiar, comforting streets, of a cold wave band 
with a name like Dernier Ciel, Dernier Réve, something like that. 


* 


I walk through the streets towards the S.E.S.A. house There are weird houses, twisted trees, 
statues that I take pictures of. I enter the S.E.S.A. house; it looks inhabited, decorated like an 
old bourgeois house. This does not surprise me. There is a sort of stained glass window as in 
a cellar. A living room in which I come across a governess. 


* 


I am with my father and we drive up the Montagne Street in a powerful luxury car. We arrive 
at the house. It is dark. In the entrance hall there are two elderly women in wheelchairs. I lean 
over the first one to kiss her; she is my grandmother. Then I lean over the second one... and 
realise it's my grandmother too, healthier, rounder face, brighter eyes. I am terrified. 


* 


A bike trip with Pierre —a trip, even, with provisions and the need for accommodation. We 
argue all the time, arguments without consequences but sad, cold ones. At one point we stop 
at a kind of farm. At the end of a passage we see some peasants, in a beautiful violet light, 
twilight. I want to take a picture of them but I don't know why, Pierre stops me or delays me, 
so we have to leave again to avoid being spotted. 


* 


I'm with someone in the square on Ruffec Street, in front of one of the sides of Julia's house. 
The house seems abandoned and for once a door is open, and since I've been wanting to go in 
for a long time, I offer to do so to the person accompanying me. We go in. The house is not 
abandoned at all, it is furnished and full of objects, and it is very clean. I am not surprised, 
but fascinated. I pick up objects, thinking of including them in special album packaging. 
Eventually we get out and find ourselves in the square. There's a woman on a bike, rather 
smiling, with whom we chat for a while about the house and our escapade inside, before she 
tells us that she's the one who lives there... I feel a bit stupid but the woman doesn't look 
threatening. We go back inside with the whole family. A family meal is set up. Christophe 
and Aurélie make an appearance. 


* 


My flat and the stairwell. It's not the same building, this one is much older, dusty, with old 
tiles, and the light is very dim. As in other dreams already, the layout of the doors and the 
flats is the same, but the floor, the stairs, the landings are arranged differently. Some flats are 
almost impossible to reach. 


* 


I am with Pierre in the Eden Gallery. We are expecting the imminent fall of a nuclear bomb, 
but this does not make us anxious at all. The bomb finally arrives, it's half a dozen metres 
long, made of heavy scrap metal; it would have looked old in 1945. It's on the ground, on the 
road, at the crossroads of the pedestrian zone, and doesn't explode. Pierre sends me to do 
something, I don't know what; I walk in the streets, it's a very sunny day. There are a lot of 
people, it even looks like there are tourists. I walk quickly, without a destination, waiting to 
be blown up by the explosion. I pass the cinema, look at the Saar and the Casino on the other 


bank, then go up to the station; I realise that it is being renovated; there are columns, arches, 
galleries, it looks like a cathedral. 


* 


A big city like Paris — dirty streets, shops like TATI, groups of riffraff, even if the streets are 
generally empty. I'm looking for the old town, which I'll never reach. It's night and I'm alone. 
Detail: I haven't put my seatbelt on, I realise it and it bothers me. The streets are steep and 
winding, I find myself back where I started; I've simply walked around the block without 
realising it. Nobody, except a group of not very aggressive Arabs, crossed near a TATI. Then 
I meet a little old lady who asks me for directions. She points me in the wrong direction: I 
pass through a space between two buildings, and end up at the water's edge. A young girl is 
there, laughing, friendly. The water is black, cold, but attractive. 


* 


Granny B. understands that some strange happenings in her house are due to a ghost, because 
of a spooky old book in the attic — there are several floors of dark, dusty old attics. 


* 


I hear Alexandra crying, very low down below me, in a very deep cellar; but I hear her as if 
she is right next to me. I think she is talking to someone on the phone. I go down the stairs 
four at a time, through a maze of damp, deserted cellars, until I reach a sort of dimly lit 
nightclub. There are only two people there, two girls, including Alexandra. 


* 


A sort of inner courtyard of a council flat. I'm with another guy. Florence passes by, 
ostensibly ignoring me. She looks evil. Cold and ill-intentioned. With others, we go and ring 
the bell at her house, in the residence. I know we're going to be in trouble. As soon as she 
opens the door, I faint; she has put a spell on all of us. When I wake up, I am paralysed; at 
least, powerless, subject to her. I look at the others, they are haggard, also bound to her. 


* 


I'm in a college, with someone else; we steal something or maybe hide something that 
belongs to us. Then I enter a kind of museum, with a group of people, with the aim of 
escaping or stopping something evil. The place is wooded, poorly lit. As I move away from 
the group, I come across Lydia, who is sitting on the floor with her back to the wall. She has 
grown enormously, except for her face. We chat, she is smiling and I am embarrassed; she 
holds my leg for a long time. 


* 


I don't know where or how, but I managed to approach the woman I meet every Tuesday 
evening on the bus to Bening. In this dream, she is dressed more soberly, and with fewer 
rings. In a crowded bus, I manage to have only one seat left: next to me. Later we'll be alone 
at my place (a different house, bigger, darker, more "noble") and her name is Laura. I want 
her very much. I don't know what we say to each other anymore. She must sense my desire 


and be a little afraid of it; she says she has to leave. Downstairs, I try to get her to come up 
"by force". My mother arrives. Laura disappears from the scene. There will be Pierre, too, 
whom I will try desperately to get rid of. 


* 


A mortal danger, in the courtyard of Ruffec Street. I take refuge in a garage. 


* 


I am in a bar for "young people" decorated like a 1950s diner. Sandra J. is behind the bar. She 
doesn't seem to recognize me. Everything is strange. I see Charles standing there as a child, 
smiling at me. Then I think I'm going crazy when I myself, as a child, come to greet me. 


Later, a tense conversation with Aude about my schizophrenic great-grandmother and my 
chances of developing the disease. 


* 


I have to go back to Nancy, for my studies; something to settle at the university, or some 
classes I have to attend. I don't know if Pierre is here with me or not. I buy the Cahiers du 
Cinéma, in a tobacco shop that looks like the one at CORA. It's a very small booklet in bad 
paper, in black and white (except the cover). It contains only old photos of actresses, who all 
look the same; blonde Hitchcock types. 


* 


I come back to the building where I grew up. I'm in front of the flat door, alone, maybe with 
luggage. It's late in the evening, maybe even the middle of the night. I feel like I'm back. The 
flat is uninhabited since we left years ago. I enter the flat, and the first thing that strikes me is 
how cold it is — I think to myself that I will have the greatest difficulty in restoring a habitable 
temperature. Then I see that the flat has been completely emptied, not only of its furniture, 
but even of the walls that separated the rooms. Even the fireplace is gone. There is only one 
room left, empty, huge. A wall replaces the bay window that looked out over the fields. Later, 
there is some kind of party. I talk to some girls slumped on sofas. The light is dim, but warm. 


* 


I'm in my room, Ruffec Street. I've made myself a sort of long desk/shelf along the wall 
opposite the front door, under the small window. It's messy, but a pleasant mess, that of an 
office that is used, a living office. 


* 


I'm in Ralf's house, a tiny, messy, dark flat. We are in front of his PC. There is a vague 
atmosphere of homosexual seduction between us. Then I'm in a kind of public park, where 
most of the walls, stairs, etc. are very old ruins, reminiscent of antiquity. The weather is a bit 
foggy but everything is nice and beautiful. I walk until I reach a kind of tower. There are 
many people: tourists, walkers who have come to walk and learn. The tower is open to the 
public and there are guided tours. From the inside, it is very spacious and looks like a castle 


that was furnished in the 19th century. My parents and Ralf are there too. I am amazed by the 
beauty of the place. 


* 


With Xavier, or Pierre, at night, in the streets. We take pictures of houses. At one point, a 
light comes on above a garage door that's left ajar, and I tell Xavier that we have to get out of 
there or the owner will call the police. We take a photo anyway, which makes a huge flash. 
We leave in a hurry and pass a jogger. It's daylight. We enter the edge of a forest, where there 
are other walkers. The jogger passes us and laughs, telling us that he had reported us to the 
owner of the house and that he would find us. I then decide to leave the path and go into the 
forest, downhill. 


* 


I'm at Aude's. She takes out 3000 euros in cash, I ask her why, and she explains, quite calmly, 
that some men are blackmailing her. They demand this money. I'm overcome with fear. We 
don't know what to do. She needs this money to live. And I know that if she gives it to them, 
it won't stop. But we can't face them, either. I consider different plans, all of which seem 
risky: pay a killer, if I have to give my money, I might as well be safe afterwards... or buy a 
gun myself and try to resist them. 


* 


I walk through a large abandoned building, with several levels, several buildings — like an 
apartment building, or a school that has been emptied. I'm not alone; a voice-over talks about 
vandals who have come here. There are several corpses, including one in a cupboard (dried 
out, or charred perhaps). I come back later with Pawel. A room with laundry spread out. We 
go on and we see people coming towards us in the distance, outside. We run back and meet 
Philippe in the stairwell. He is wearing a cape, a top hat and white gloves. We warn him of 
the danger but he doesn't want to hear it. 


* 


At the restaurant with Michael. We talk about Houellebecq. I hesitate to have a banana split. 
On the wall is pinned an old playlist written in my handwriting. 


* 


I go down to the cellar — the cellar of my old house — and enter the "playroom" to turn off the 
radio, which is playing techno music at full blast, in the middle of the night. No one has 
turned it on. It can't be turned off. It's haunted, it works by itself, it has a will of its own. I 
have to destroy it to make it stop. 


* 


I put a Bolt Thrower record on a turntable. The sound is high-pitched and unbearably loud; a 
volume of sound that could drive you mad, or kill you. 


* 


I'm walking around my childhood neighbourhood, talking about how we used to walk 
around: about our state of mind, it seems to me. I arrive at the corner of Julia and Pierre's 
house, two houses set back a bit, sharing the same plot of land protected by a low stone wall, 
two houses set in the middle of a nice little park, roughly forming an L shape. They are 
different in the dream, in fact it seems to me that there is only one, with perhaps a few 
outbuildings — and everything is abandoned. I try to enter this house, without really daring, in 
broad daylight, with the risk of being caught. I do visit the ground floor rooms of some of the 
smaller buildings, which look more like sheds, or almost medieval buildings, all in stone, and 
empty. Finally I find myself in the house. Upstairs. But when I want to go back down there 
are lots of goths sitting on the stairs — a very big staircase, very wide, like a court staircase, or 
an opera staircase; something monumental. It's a beautiful day outside, the sun is shining on 
everything. I bump into Cyril. Our discussion is not friendly, but not hostile either. At the 
bottom of the stairs, I meet Melissa, who is sunbathing. I have no idea what she is doing here: 
she lives in the south. She's obviously not here to see me specifically. Our reunion is rather 
emotional. 


* 


I'm at a table, with quite old people, and of high socio-cultural level, like venerable university 
professors. I am met with nothing but contempt and indifference when I try to tell them 
intelligent things about Death in Venice. 


** 


I'm in college. The corridors are quite empty, cold, sad. I'm back for some reason. I find 
myself in a corridor where two young girls are playing the flute in front of an audience of 
parents. They play a simple but very sad and beautiful tune. I go to Mrs G.'s office. Strangely 
enough, we meet again as if we were friends, she calls me by my first name and asks me what 
I have become. I tell her that I am looking for any job. She gives me a score, or something 
like that... something to compose or to analyse... 


* 


I have to go to a council flat with a classical orchestra to entertain a party in a private home. I 
have trouble finding the flat, the numbers don't match, the HLM are horrible stairwells dirty 
beyond words, old, tagged, not lit... We end up in a flat but I realise it's not the right one. 
There's no one in it. While the orchestra plays, I go out again to look for the right number. It's 
even worse than before, there are ruined parts where you can't go up anymore, pieces of 
railing are missing, and still nobody. 


* 


Ruffec Street or a street that looks like it. I enter the garden of a house (located behind the 
house, which forces me to enter the property) to go over the fence, and find myself in the 
fields. There is a very nasty dog, after a while I don't dare jump anymore and turn back. On 
my way back, I meet the owner of the place. She doesn't seem particularly surprised or angry 
to see me on her land. I explain and leave. Several times I will come back, without any 
reason, and each time we will exchange a few words. She is an old woman, between fifty and 


sixty years old, with grey hair and a face marked by wrinkles, but attractive. A current flows 
between us. I don't even pretend to have a pretext to introduce myself on her ground. 


* 


At the college — which looks like a shopping mall on several levels — I jump over the staircase 
railing to land directly on the floor below, and luckily I fall less than a meter from the void. I 
pass a girl I don't know, who asks me something. We start talking and it immediately 
becomes very touchy, we end up going arm in arm. 


* 


Again in the middle of Zerminator 3: I'm with Sandra and others — at one point I'm with 
David and his dogs; we walk along a path overlooking gardens and houses — there are some 
elements of the Champ du Feu, and a shop that displays and sells wooden bungalows and 
garden sheds. We've killed a Terminator I think, but I find one of his cyber-fingers under the 
rotting wooden hut where it all went down. The danger is always there. They could reappear 
at any moment. 


** 


I don't know how I manage, but I'm at my sister's place in Metz; the flat is different. She is 
with other young people. I know that a man or some kind of demon is chasing me, and that 
he'll arrive at any moment. 


Then I'm at a campsite, it's a beautiful summer day. I'm with some other boys, rather 
teenagers. We're being chased by this sort of demon. We hide behind an electric transformer, 
down a slight slope overlooking a stream, or something like that. But the thing comes and we 
run. We dive into a kind of canal, with clear water. We keep our heads under water, our eyes 
open: there are passages that allow us to pass into other channels, which form a whole 
network. 


Afterwards, we are at one of our homes at night. We take refuge there. Maybe we meet his 
father. But "It" comes back and I go up on the roof to hide, or to run away. I walk along the 
gutter and go to another side of the roof. I see that there are tins and cakes, various things, in 
some kind of rabbit hutches: a food supply. Apparently they have the habit of going up on the 
roof to get food. I end up turning back. 


* 


I get off a train for some vague reason, apparently to get on another one so I can get there 
faster, or something like that. But in fact the train leaves, and I realise that there is no other 
one. 


* 


I find myself with other people in a house that looks abandoned. Perhaps we are conducting 
an investigation. We visit the rooms; suddenly one of us is attacked by a man, perhaps with a 
mask, or a monstrous face. This situation reminds me of another dream; unless I was 
expecting, by prescience, what was going to happen. 


In the streets of a mixture of Nancy and anything else. I know that nuclear missiles will soon 
be raining down on us. I regularly change places to hide and protect myself, and end up in a 
garage, in a small street where garages are lined up. There I meet an employee of the public 
library in my home town. 


* 


I walk with a woman in the forest. I stay behind her. It looks like the forest where I've walked 
countless times with Xavier — you can see, below, the fields and meadows bathed in light, the 
families at the edge of the ponds that border the woods. The sound of an engine in the 
distance, a car or a boat. The woman goes fast, but without trying to lose me; she is hurrying 
towards a goal. It is a warm day and the sky, through the branches, is an immaculate blue. A 
beautiful summer day. We walk for many more minutes, then the woman stops and turns to 
me, smiling with all her teeth. I remember why we have come; she is a priestess, and I am 
here to make a vow; to cherish Melanie for the rest of her life, swearing it on Thor, whom I 
pray will help me. After I have been silent, a jet plane passes overhead with a deafening 
crash, a roar of a thousand thunders, and we look at each other, the priestess and I, in glee, 
understanding that this meant the blessing of the god. 


* 


I go for a walk with Eric. We meet a woman who is a psychic, and I leave them both to talk. I 
enter a kind of church, the interior is unsuspectingly huge, and not at all organized like a 
normal church; in the middle of the room, a young girl plays the organ. She wears a tiara, like 
the Pope, but with something alien about it. 


* 


I am walking down the street in the evening towards a meeting point with Gauvain. A bus 
passes me, Gauvain is on it, and we see each other. At the same time, I spot Xavier walking 
with someone on the opposite pavement. I approach him. We all end up in a bistro. Sigrid is 
there too. They have something to eat, and their plate is so beautiful that I decide to eat too. 


* 


With my family, or at least my mother, sitting in a car by a pond, discussing suicide methods. 


* 


With Laura, I'm going to visit some kind of political party. Its offices remind me more of a 
small publishing house. The party strangely mixes communism and fundamentalist 
Catholicism. The guy who runs it is a bit sceptical and suspicious of me. I ask him if they 
have a book summarising their doctrine, and he pulls out a dictionary full of "traditional" 
images, at 50 euros. 


* 


I am alone in a small village in winter. I have an appointment with a friend, but my mother 
arrives. Everything is frozen, and the day begins to decline. I am in front of a very old house, 
which has suffered a storm or an earthquake; it is crooked, the floor is broken in places, and 
floors overlap, but it is all the more beautiful through the fog of frost through which I see 
everything. My mother complains about the state of "our house"; she shows me the broken 
floor. She also shows me a tree, huge, tortured, Caspar David Friedrich style, which is planted 
next to the house and threatens to topple over. As we talk, we move under the branches; 
candles are placed everywhere, a faint, warm, reddish light bathes the place. My mother tells 
me that she would like to take refuge here. I show her a wooden statuette; it is a god. 


* 


I am with my father and other people in a large empty building, like a media library or a 
shopping centre. It's night. A strange man is guiding us, making us feel uncomfortable. I have 
the impression that he wants to drag me and my father away from the group, to show us 
something. And indeed we arrive in a room where there is a television. I know I'm going to 
see things I don't want to see, but it's too late; the screen turns on and unbearable, endless 
images of tortured and raped children flash by. 


* 


I'm in some sort of temple or dusty library. I've decided to take up Kabbalah, magic, all that 
sort of thing. As part of an underground organisation whose nature I've forgotten now. I say 
an incantation, a little bit for fun. At this point I wake up in my bed, scared by what I've just 
done in my dream, as if it really matters anyway. I feel extremely strange, the world around 
me seems a bit altered. I have trouble falling back to sleep. 


* 


With Pierre, in a kind of warehouse where there's a concert. Lots of people, cigarette smoke, 
etc. At the end of the concert, the band starts to play, marching like a brass band towards the 
other end of the room. 


* 


I go to Berlin. It's not really Berlin; it all starts on the train, with no particular destination, 
with stations that go by, miserable Vosges villages, deserted holes alternating with industrial 
wastelands. Then I take out a tourist guide and discover that I've arrived in Riverside, not far 
from Los Angeles. I get off the train. The station looks more like a tram station, in the middle 
of the street, downtown. It's strangely bright, a beautiful, almost blinding sun, and yet 
everything is dark, without being depressing — a kind of backlight everywhere you look. I'm 
still in Berlin. I am alone, with my luggage, the address of a hotel, and completely free. The 
city that unfolds before me is an imbrication of modernism and old, very old buildings; 
skyscrapers and cathedrals side by side. I regret not being able to take pictures of everything, 
to keep a memory of every angle from which this city appears to me. I feel a sense of 
freedom, of newness. I start walking and at a crossroads I come across former highschool 
comrades. I no longer feel any contempt or resentment for them, nor any surprise at their 
presence. 


* 


I am being chased by someone, perhaps a plainclothes policewoman, into a building (a 
swimming pool?) with a circular and very high ceiling, like a dome, open with a thousand 
small windows that let in a magnificent blue light. I walk around the building to admire the 
windows and their light. 


* 


An old, dark, damp, disgusting boarding school. Rows of squalid, empty dormitories. 
Disgusting and crowded communal toilets. 


* 


A family bike ride, in autumn weather, dark, strange. We stop in a bar and wait for my mother 
and/or Emily, lost on the way. 


* 


Michele is a sort of toilet lady/housekeeper, in premises that look like a train station or a 
hospital. Long corridors, no daylight. She complains about her life, her work. 


* 


I'm with Pierre, in a city, and we try not to run into the skinheads who prowl there. Deserted 
streets, wastelands... We meet a blonde girl, attractive and seduced — she looks like Melanie 
(from the university). 


* 


My father carries me back, at night, through the streets, on his shoulders. 


* 


Florence in sexy, almost BDSM lingerie. 


* 


My sister wants to buy a CD from a record shop that's supposed to be in Welferding — but 
instead of Welferding, there's some countryside, some houses. For some reason she can't or 
won't go alone, so I go with her. 


* 


A sort of race, or popular walk, in a village. I have an appointment with Florence at a certain 
place, and I arrive by car at the entrance of the village, where she walks along the road 
towards me. There are lots of other people. She tells me that I had misunderstood the meeting 
point. We turn off onto a country lane perpendicular to the road. 


* 


With Eugenie, in Paris. We walk behind one of her friends, who doesn't speak to me. She lets 
me touch her sex through her clothes. Later we are in a room, on her bed, naked; there is a 
small window high enough from which you can see the Eiffel Tower. Then I leave. 


* 


Several dreams of incest — or incest about to happen — with Emily. At home, I accidentally 
show her my sex; we go up to her room. 


* 


With my father and Ralf, at home. The Taliban are outside. It's the end of our civilisation; 
they have found a way to destroy all the electrical equipment, the lights, the computers... It's 
dark, the house is in darkness, only the PC with Windows 98 is still working. When it too 
shuts down, we understand that they have won. 


* 


I walk towards Nancy station or a station that looks like it, with a stake in my hand. I killed 
someone with it. At the same time, there is a little girl who committed this murder. Am I that 
little girl? Am I working for her? I'm looking for a place to hide this stake in the station. I 
know that the police will find it and that after DNA analysis they will know everything. I'm 
still looking for a place to hide it. On the platforms, there are some kind of big trap doors in 
the ground. I hide the stake in them. A train or a bus, white and blue, is ready to leave, with 
children on board. That's where the little girl is expected. 


* 


In a supermarket with my parents and sister, we look for things to eat, for a picnic or some 
special occasion like that. My sister and I get huge fish pizzas, fish-shaped ones, even, with 
as many slices of fish on them as there are in the Labeyrie salmon trays or whatever. My 
sister gives the salmon a weird name, German, maybe. 


* 


I see pictures of a Doom-like game published years ago by the bookshop where I work. 
Vague memories of buying video games with Jerome, years ago. 


* 


A lab at the university where an employee brings me, I don't know why (I've seen another 
one before, who had to sign some papers for me, and he initially thought I was coming to be 
declared blind! and thus excused for some exams). The lab has two three antediluvian PCs, 
and microfilm viewing machines. 


* 
On a terrace, or at least, sitting outside with several girls, whom I don't know, it seems to me. 


I feel a bit stupid in their midst, judged, evaluated, not maliciously, but as girls know how to 
do, with or without malice, when they are in groups against a single guy lost there. This 


feeling is all the more disturbing, and yet counterbalanced, by the fact that one of the girls is 
holding my hand. Our hands are in the middle of the table, holding each other, caressing, 
nonchalantly, as we chat. Is the girl Alix? 


* 


My mother and I watch TV. What is happening on the screen soon becomes the only reality, 
with our comments in voice-over. A remote-controlled missile that enters an open window 
and hits such and such an Islamic dignitary in the middle of a meeting. A more or less sunken 
boat, whose owner has not been found—my mother says they are lame, and looks for the 
body herself, with her eyes, in the dark corners of the boat (which is in fact just a big fat 
boat). 


* 


My father wants to build a wooden house, in the middle of nowhere, on the edge of a big 
abandoned road. Fields as far as the eye can see, high wet grass, small ponds, old gnarled 
trees. I'm supposed to help him and another very distant family member (forget who) put the 
shack together. It's a monster job, but actually, after deciding where the foundations will be 
laid — almost on the edge of a pond, which seems completely stupid to me, the house will sink 
into the water at the slightest rain, as soon as the ground is soft. It is in fact a ready-made 
house that is being put up. Thick, dark wood, like an old shack, with tiny windows without 
glass, just closed with wooden shutters. I wonder if there will be ADSL in there. I feel 
vaguely sorry for my parents, who will bury themselves in there. 


* 


I'm a man in my fifties, thin, hairless, with a wrinkled face, wearing a Hawaiian shirt. I'm 
alone in front of Stenger's or some place that looks like that. In a car, maybe. I am a murderer, 
maybe even a serial killer. It's a truth I hide most of the time but now it's coming to the 
surface, and what I am terrifies me. 


* 


I'm in some sort of college, and I'm a student, but it's more like a medieval city, dark and 
twisted. I have a book in my hand, which I've known for a long time, but apparently we're 
going to study it this year, and I suddenly remember that it incorporates the Tarot de 
Marseille, in its structure... something very special... and it makes me very happy to get ready 
to re-read this book. 


* 


I walk with Myriame, as if we were still dating. In a rather miserable, rural village, like the 
ones on the road to Bening by bus. She gets offended because I say something — not mean or 
anything — about her perm. In fact she bought a sort of subscription from someone to have her 
hair done regularly, like every week. 


Later, in the same village. A rather gloomy red light bathes everything. I am with Pierre, and 
maybe already with Aude, who will be there later. We break into a large, sinister house on a 
hill, a house that dominates the whole neighbourhood. We know the inhabitants and they are 


absent. Obviously we have been there before. It's a haunted house, we know that. Once we're 
in the house, strange and unhealthy things happen — I don't know what. I think we throw holy 
water, or make the sign of the Cross to counteract what is happening (almost invisible, but 
horribly present and intense manifestations). Later I come back with Aude. My aim is to 
sprinkle as much holy water as possible inside the house, to destroy once and for all what 
lives there. But inside I change my mind. That's not enough, I'll have to burn it down. We 
rush out, through a bad window, and find ourselves on the side of the house where the hill 
slopes almost steeply down. But we get down safely. The city is increasingly bathed in this 
twilight. We see a huge hospital, in Germanic style, like the station in Metz, made of pink 
Vosges sandstone, in the distance in front of us. We head towards it. I want to call Pierre on 
my mobile. I get the number wrong several times, and when I look up, I've lost sight of Aude. 


* 


A beautiful sunny day, in what looks like the heights of the Graefinthal Street and the Deux 
Ponts Street: the fields, the airfield... There is a huge crowd, whole families who have come 
for an event or a meeting of some kind. The weather is really beautiful. I'm sometimes with 
my father, in one of the barracks of the airfield (or its dreamlike avatar) and it's completely 
packed — there are people chatting, drinking, laughing, even in the kitchens and toilets. I'm 
also with Pierre and his mother in a car, I don't know if we were doing or waiting for 
something. I keep trying to get closer to his mother or to be alone with her. 


* 


I'm in a musical instrument shop, with a girl, I think. I'm trying out some synths. I find a nice 
rhythm with a percussive sound, and try to record it properly. 


* 


I'm at the house of an old friend from high school, who I was madly in love with, Alexandra. 
Her older brother is there, a new wave guy who was a bit of an Ian Curtis. In the dream he 
looks more like a naive teenager who does Nirvana covers with his friends. We talk, we 
discuss, I don't know what about. Then he tells me in passing, without any pretence, that he 
had played with Clair Obscur several years ago. I'm completely surprised. During the 
discussion I learn that he was actually part of the band and composed at the time of In Out, 
Antigone, etc. I am in awe of him, he's a great guy. I am in awe of him, and full of gratitude 
for what he did, and the importance it had in my life. 


* 


Scenes from the future where the Terminators confront the humans in the ruins. These 
Terminators have something more than in the movie, more frightening, more sophisticated. 
And unlike in the film, the Terminators’ conquest of the world was not achieved by a big 
nuclear war, but gradually. I see scenes of fighting in the streets, under a beautiful blue sky, or 
in ravaged buildings, at night. A woman and her little girls, exterminated. 


* 


In Nancy, at the university, I am looking for a computer room but everything is crowded. I am 
also in my flat, alone. My father calls me on the phone, I know he's going to tell me my 


mother's death, and he does, asking me to take the train early. One part of me is devastated, 
the other totally indifferent. It's indifference that takes over. I continue my day in Nancy as if 
nothing had happened, waiting for my train's scheduled time to return. 


* 


I walk around a big property, like a green lawn, red brick buildings, archways, gardens... I 
finally understand that it belongs to my family, who are there—at least my father and 
grandmother. I also see dozens of boxes piled up, hundreds of them, in all directions. Some of 
them are the wrong way round and I hope that their contents do not belong to me. I arrive at a 
somewhat isolated corner of the garden where there is a magnificent fountain, extremely 
luminous, crystalline, which gives off a feeling of "purity", something fascinating. I don't 
remember seeing this fountain when the property was still an unhealthy, scary ruin — images 
of the property in that state are superimposed on what I see. There is a pool a few yards away, 
quite lovely, but I see it as it was before, black, filled with greasy, polluted water, and giving 
off something evil. 


* 


I am in the courtyard of the building where I lived as a child, on Ruffec Street. A girl calls me 
by name, on the other side of the high row of fir trees. She is not alone and I am also with 
someone. Her tone of voice is mocking and aggressive. She tells me that I exist in two copies 
on Earth, that there are two “me” who exist now. I am in two different places at the same 
time. This idea terrifies me. Several people will tell me this, in several consecutive dreams. 


* 


I am with David and Rachel, in a garden at the back of a house or some building, a nice big 
garden. I don't know if we are alone. In fact, at first I think I'm completely alone, at least I'm 
not aware of the presence of others. They are playing, doing a kind of concert/performance. 
But I turn my back on them. I look at the kind of mannequin they have set up on the floor, a 
kind of pink bibendum, without a face... but made of a material imitating human flesh, and in 
decomposition. It smells of decomposition, the smell is powerful, disturbing. The mannequin 
is part of David's show, it is even at the heart of his artistic approach, of his work. I have the 
impression of being in front of something that is dead, without ever having really existed. 
When I turn around, they are standing still in the garden. I don't hear them playing, but I 
know it's a concert or a performance. I realise I've forgotten my camera, and ask David if I 
can borrow his. He hands me Rachel's and says she doesn't use it; it's a tiny digital. When I 
go back to where I was, at the back of the building, there are some bums claiming the place 
and verbally abusing us. I take pictures of the building; what I see in the viewfinder is very 
aesthetic. The tramps assault us and I see everything in the camera's viewfinder. 


* 


I arrive at Maité's, my childhood nanny. We haven't seen each other for years, years and 
years, and I haven't seen her son David, my oldest friend. I'm not sure what the occasion is. 
There is also Pierre and Aude. Maybe my parents. They all appear in the dream only 
intermittently. I chat a bit with Maité, who is polite but rather distant, a bit indifferent to my 
presence. She gives me something wrapped in gift paper. I isolate myself in the living room 
to open it: a box of chocolates, few in number and rather shabby. Afterwards, I am with 


David, upstairs, he has a PC with a huge screen. I take the liberty of poking around on his 
hard drive, in his presence, to see what programs he has. I also come across some CD-Rs with 
engraved games, obviously: I am in awe, they are CPC games. The person who made it has 
written his name in big pixels on the cover: Stamba. I know this name, he frequents the same 
forum as me, he is an industrial musician. I'm surprised that he lives in the same town as me, 
I ask David if he knows him. I already imagine myself doing local industrial parties with him. 


Then I'm downstairs again, and Carlos, Maité's husband, arrives — and it's a shock. We fall 
into each other's arms, we kiss (even on the mouth, the emotion is so strong, there is no other 
way to express it). We never really spoke before, but now we throw ourselves at each other. 


Afterwards we eat, I think my parents are at the table too (Pierre has made another incursion 
into the dream, upstairs, obviously not caring that he's in the home of people he doesn't know, 
and that I'm not with him at all). Maité says she's forgiven me over time, I don't really 
understand what she's talking about—I must have destroyed half the house as a child or 
something. 


* 


Peter's mother, I don't know how or why, but it seems deliberate, is resurrected. She's there, in 
front of me, with other people, I'm introduced to her (or reintroduced to her), she's smiling, 
but she's got a stupid stare like an enhanced zombie, and a puffy face. I don't know what to 
do. 


* 


I'm at home and I hear about Amandia's death; it's everywhere, on the net, on TV, 
everywhere. She was burnt to death in an accident. I'm completely devastated inside but I try 
not to let it show: my parents are at home, my father is reading in the living room, my mother 
is somewhere. I try to hold back the sobs (even though my eyes are dry) but make little yelps 
and my mother or father ends up asking me, from the next room, what is going on. I reply 
that everything is fine. I turn on the TV in the living room. They show the last video that was 
shot of Amandia before she died, we see her mum, and | think to myself that I am seeing her 
for the first time in this terrible circumstance. Then we see Amandia and Caroline in a 
museum, talking, laughing. I think of her charred body. I can't stop myself from screaming 
again, and my mum eventually comes to see what's going on, she tells me they thought they 
heard me crying — I burst out laughing and ask her why she has such crazy ideas. 


I'm in the living room and pick up the phone to call Peter. As soon as I dial the number, it 
picks up on the other end and I'm plunged into a nightmare; everything is in slow motion, my 
movements, my voice in slow motion (and deeper, like when you slow down a tape) and I 
can't speak or pick up my ear from the handset, which is playing horribly weird music, and 
someone is talking over it, in what sounds like an African language. Then I manage to hang 
up and everything goes back to normal but I panic completely, explain to my father what is 
going on. I pick up the receiver to try again and as soon as I dial the number, it's the same 
music again, the same voice, and I'm paralyzed, trying to speak but my own voice is playing 
in slow motion. 


* 


I'm in Bruges, or a city like that, and important to me. I am happy to be here, and happy to be 
alone. I walk through the streets, I think people are looking at me in the windows, surprised, 
amused or embarrassed by my ecstatic tourist attitude. Then I find myself in a hotel, I think 
I'm a guest... I speak with Florence's sister, Corinne, because they are both staying in this 
hotel. I am struck by Corinne's beauty, which I had never noticed before, and Florence looks 
like she did when I met her: much younger. Then I leave the hotel, forgetting something, I 
think, perhaps a jacket. 


* 


We watch TV at home. It talks about serious events, but I don't know what. We see images of 
chaos shot live: in this case, a flood. We see a child in the street, alone, water up to his knees, 
live, and he is suddenly sucked into the cellar of a house (one of those cellars that has an 
opening directly onto the street, into the ground, on a slope) — I understand that he has been 
kidnapped. No one says anything more. Silence around the TV, and on the TV. A long 
moment of stupor passes before what has just happened. Then I hear the telephone ring and 
understand that everyone in France has witnessed the same event. It's my grandmother, very 
shocked. 


* 


I'm in a boat, I'm going to Nancy: there are rivers instead of roads. The journey is long and 
tiring. Fortunately, the weather is pleasant, the water is calm. But I get lost in various exits 
and roundabouts. I find myself turning around at one point and I don't know which way to 
turn to get back on track. I think I get out of the boat when I arrive in some kind of office; it's 
possible I'll meet Aude there. 


* 


I'm still in a boat, and I'm sailing along the coastline, as if I were sailing along a country in 
miniature, or living on a tiny island. Things are disproportionate to my size and the distances 
I travel. It also feels a bit like a video game. Vague idea of a threat, in front of a shoreline: 
maybe dead heads, something like that... Later I go back to land. I am in the street and there 
is a very nice twilight. I look out of a window and see two girls on a bed, it looks like one of 
David Hamilton's pictures. 


* 


A dying child—and maybe dead, in the end—and a group of people I'm with, who I'm 
framing, maybe, in a house that looks like an enlarged version of the hut in Woustviller. My 
parents, or perhaps my father alone, arriving on the scene, and my aunt Nathalie. We kiss 
each other. Later I kill a mobster-looking guy, and hold his hand while he dies. Later I'm on a 
train and it seems that the travellers are divided into two invisible but very distinct groups, 
one dominating the other, preventing them from eating, moving around, taunting them 
constantly, etc. 


* 


I am with Laetitia, at night, in the courtyard of a building. It's very dark, she tells me that she 
is sometimes afraid here, she has the impression that someone is there. Then she goes to get 


the car, and I am left alone in the courtyard for a few minutes. The darkness is thick. After a 
while I feel like I can hear noises, like rubbing. I wonder if there is indeed someone there. I 
wonder if there is indeed someone. Then Laetitia comes back with the car, and I get in. I ask 
her to turn on the headlights and we look around, but find no one. 


* 


I took a kid's wallet, I'm with other people, I don't know what the setting is for this. The kid 
threatens us, threatens me, and I decide to give him back his thing. Yet he's small, frail, like a 
malnourished ten-year-old, but he exudes a conviction, an aggressiveness, that makes me 
comply. Perhaps he also has the means to blackmail me? 


* 


I voluntarily mutilated myself on the thigh—a big bloody gash. I'm at home (it's another 
house), there's my father and I think my sister. My father pretends not to understand that I 
have mutilated myself, he asks me with a falsely detached air what has happened to me, but I 
see that he is becoming more and more livid, and I show him. Eventually he goes upstairs, 
supposedly to take a nap or something, but I know it's because he can't stand what I've done 
to myself. 


* 


It's night, I throw shit on the facade of my building, Ruffec Street (the one in the inner 
courtyard) and on the terraces, trying to harm whoever is supposed to live there. Then I run 
away, disguised with a jogging suit and a dish towel around my head as a keffiyeh, which 
doesn't fit at all. It is very dark, the streets of Neunkirch are deserted, but I sense a vague 
danger. I run in slow motion, as I always do in dreams, it is very unpleasant. I want to go 
home, but I take the wrong road and turn into Graefinthal Street. I arrive in a field between 
two houses (like the ones that go from Graefinthal Street to Ruffec Street) and in this field is 
the American monument of Montsec. I head towards it and to do so I have to climb over large 
piles of earth like on a building site, except that after a while I realise that these piles are also 
partly made of small figurines of Disney or Hollywood characters: Mickey, E.T... 


* 


I walk down my childhood street, Ruffec Street. The sun is shining brightly, which feels 
good. I walk up, intending to go to the fields just above, at the end of the street. Normally the 
Ruffec Street is straight and without forks, but here I arrive at a place where the street splits 
into two arms (seen from the sky it must form a Y), and I realise that I have taken a right turn 
when I wanted to take a left. It's no big deal. The weather is nice and I don't care about 
anything. This walk makes me feel good, and I realise that I'd better spend my time like this 
than hanging around on the net all day, every day. The very place where the Ruffec Street 
splits in two is not a crossroads, but a house. A large wooden house, very long, pointed at the 
end, where the fork begins. It's an old farmhouse or barn, or an old grocery shop. I can see a 
little through the broken or dirty windows. I decide to look on the other side, on the other arm 
of the street. I find peasants, merchants, they sell full baskets of currants, goods. Then it's a 
violin lesson. I'm next to a kid, we all have a violin in our hands, or in its case, ready to be 
used. I leave mine on the floor, open, to do something else — change places or something like 


that. It's Héléne who's doing the lesson, or at least she's present, and she's yelling at me for 
leaving the case lying around. In my head I'm composing pieces. 


* 


There's Laura. She was there before. I don't know if I'm really doing anything, I'm more of an 
absent spectator. Laura leaves a suicide note, saying, I think she doesn't want to see the others 
die anymore, to go voluntarily. Someone else has committed suicide before her, I don't 
remember who. She talks about Fab, who she implies is going to do it soon and she doesn't 
want to have to deal with it. 


* 


I come out of a house where I'm one of the servants, or something like that. It opens onto a 
garden, which leads to the street a bit further on. I'm going to do some shopping at the 
market, and I want to go for a walk, to get some air and sun. I see the garden, the houses 
covered with roses and moss, I understand that I am at the sea, that it is the holidays, and that 
I have already been here as a child — this return is suddenly a revelation. An almost painful 
joy. I move forward and realise that the sea is just behind the small building (an outbuilding, 
or a small house) that faces mine. There is a tap where you can wash your feet before 
reaching the sea. This simple detail makes me happy, it is the memory of holidays as a child, 
of the change of scenery, of nature. In fact, behind the house, there is no sand, but a field, and 
a stretch of water which is not the sea but I don't even notice it. Then I go back to the street; it 
looks like the Stanislas Street in Nancy, at the crossroads that leads to the Guerrier de Dumast 
Street. Do I see Florence, do I think of her because of the place, am I with her? I walk up a 
rather steep street, past some sort of small booths that separate the districts of the city or 
something like that, run by Arab grocers. They make me sign anti-American and anti-Zionist 
cartoons. 


* 


Melissa kissing me on the mouth during a meeting. 


* 


I meet Florence and André in a kind of park that could just as well be a cemetery. He (whom 
I've never seen in real life, not even in photos) is tall, slim, black jacket, rather elegant and 
dishevelled at the same time (blond haircut, week-old beard), very bobo. A good talker, 
voluble. I leave Florence alone afterwards, and I tell her in a detached tone that I don't look at 
all like André — but deep down I have a touch of complexes about my appearance and hers. 


* 


I am slumped on a bench, if not lying down, in the middle of other people I don't know, I 
think. There is silence. I take out my recording equipment, microphone and mini-disc, a little 
embarrassed, but determined to record the ambient sounds. I end up getting up and walking 
down the stairs, in fact we are outside, in bright sunshine, and it is a sort of 
campsite/lake/field for children and their families. I'm recording the sounds with the intention 
of using them on my next album. I'm a bit annoyed because on my tape (my recorder is a tape 


recorder now) there's already a track... I think if the ambient sounds are superimposed on it 
I'll have to re-drop the whole track from the tape and it won't sound very good. 


* 


I'm in a church and I'm attending a mass celebrated by Benedict XVI. Apparently he is a 
local. During or after the mass, he comes to chat with the group of people of which I am part. 
He laughs and tells us that we could very well believe that he is not Benedict XVI because he 
is there in front of us, but that it is indeed him. 


* 


I am more or less David's enemy. We value each other, but we are enemies. He pursues me, 
unless in my spare time I pursue him too. In any case, I escape an arrest/kidnapping/murder 
attempt by fighting with several guys and forcing one of them into a car with me. I drive very 
fast, and this man is David, or rather I think the original man has become David. I throw the 
car into the river, with me in it, to drown the man/David. I escape from the car and swim to 
the shore. Afterwards, I arrive at a kind of highway convenience store, and inside there is a 
sausage stand. Very American atmosphere. I order two sausages, red Bockwurst, full of fat. 
Then David arrives: he's found me. 


* 


I'm with Florence, we're walking in the middle of the night, well, it's even closer to morning 
than evening. Florence freaks out a bit because of the time, says she has to go to bed before 6 
o'clock (and 6 o'clock isn't far off, so). We're on the Europe Bridge. I think at one point I get 
off on the slip road that goes to the water, and besides, it only goes to the water, there's no 
more road, no more town, nothing. And it's night. I also remember the building just before 
the Pont de l'Europe, where Jolaine lived. Is that where Florence used to come home? Was it 
my own house? In any case, at one point I was alone, and in a house. I had to be quiet 
because "we" were sleeping. My family, I imagine, but I also remember an elderly person. 


* 


The son of our neighbour who accused me of I don't know what; basically, of picking a fight. 


* 


We drive past Foch Street, between the bend towards Allmend Street and the LIDL there is a 
sort of ruin of an old house made of wood and big red bricks. I know that the Virgin Prunes 
recorded a video in this house. Dad and Emily talk about squatters, punks, etc. — they also 
talk about the corner of Petit Paris Street, which has become a gang hangout. We arrive at the 
entrance to something between the nightclub and the ghost train. 


** 
I go to Aude's house for I don't know what CV story... she lives in an "American" house, 


made of wood, with a veranda, a la Hopper. I sort out the CVs I want to send, on the steps of 
the house, and realise that I don't have what I need. 


I go with Gauvain and Aude, by car, to a town called Cazenave. It's absolutely sublime; it's 
dark and a bit like Strasbourg during the Christmas market, only more chaotic: the streets are 
narrower, and tortured, very steep. There is a beautiful illuminated cathedral that I really want 
to visit. It's actually kind of intertwined with other buildings, a museum, other religious 
buildings, different styles. The whole thing is quite labyrinthine. I take pictures, amazed. I 
don't know at the time that the town is called Cazenave: it's only after a while, when I'm 
probably wondering when we'll come back next time, that I have to make an effort to 
remember its name: Cazenave comes to mind. Mentally, I place it around Strasbourg or 
Thionville — the same kind of town. So I take some photos and we hang out, I really want to 
go to this cathedral that we can see a few dozen or a few hundred meters away. But we start 
to visit the place where we are, which turns out to lead to a museum entrance. There is a large 
staircase over a reception room, a bourgeois tea room type, in the old style. The rooms of the 
museum itself follow each other in an incoherent way; at one point I come across a restaurant 
room, and that seems perfectly normal. I book a table for Aude and myself and then go in 
search of her. It ends up in the corridors of a kind of hotel that looks more like a psychiatric 
hospital, looking for our room without finding it... I end up asking to consult the register, the 
fat woman in charge of it looked more, in her uniform and behind her switchboard, like a 
nurse. I look in the notebooks and see the name of Emilie, Aude's best friend... but not 
Aude... I don't understand anything anymore. Finally I find myself a prisoner. Did I want to 
leave the city? I am a prisoner in a house with other people. Some of them are playing 
collabos with our captor (I don't remember what he looks like but I have the image of an evil 
mage), especially a big brute. We end up being freed, I don't know how. 


* 


I enter our old flat in the Ruffec Street. The stairwell looks brand new, immaculate. It seems 
perfectly normal to be there. I enter the flat, where we are moving back in. At the bottom of 
the staircase I see France, who is obviously walking up to my place. I'm surprised to see her, 
but in a way I'm happy, relieved, to be in touch again. I'm already thinking about what we're 
going to say. Explain to her that I'm coming back here because my old house was haunted. 
But when she arrives upstairs, it's not France: it's a woman I don't know, who asks me an 
absurd question about an object that has disappeared, that I've never heard of. 


* 


I have to go to David's house and I'm at the back of his building, in a sort of rotten and 
gloomy alley or backyard, resembling those in the old part of my home town. I enter his 
building by climbing and/or ascending a tortuous staircase, and arrive directly on the 4th 
floor. I remember that David had already told me that he lived on the third floor. I want to go 
down, but there's a huge hole in the floor, I'd have to go around it carefully to get to the stairs, 
and I can't do it, feeling dizzy just thinking about it. I then want to turn back but I feel dizzy 
too when I see the twisted staircase, and my backpack gets in the way. I come back to the 4th 
floor landing and it has become a flat. There's a woman in her kitchen who hasn't seen me 
yet, and when she sees me she shrieks, but I'm more distraught than she is and stammer out 
explanations as to why I'm there. Afterwards I beg her to let me pass through her flat to 
David's, but she systematically refuses — and now with a smug, satisfied smile. 


My sister is brought back, screaming and struggling. But is she really my sister? Later she 
may have Mira's face. And Florence, at the same time. She is naked and she is a murderer. 
She bites. One of the men (a friend) is terrified because they've stopped something, a man or 
an animal, and that thing has turned into my sister or Florence, like a werewolf in the 
morning... She is like a rabid animal. She smiles like a madwoman. She bites my hand, with 
an amused, threatening, evil look. I ask her, in tears, if she really loved me or if she was just 
acting. She looks at me, with a serious look, which makes me think she did, but I'm not sure 
of anything. 


* 


I'm with Florence in a restaurant or a bistro, we're upstairs. There's a spiral staircase like in 
the Druids' Tavern. I try to be as cold and distant as possible, but as I'm there, as I've agreed 
to come, and as it would make no sense to be there and not answer her when she talks to me, 
we talk, and an embryo of complicity —an embryo, but it's already too much — is created 
between her and me. I can see that this amuses her, she is aware of the power she has over 
me. She leads me wherever she wants. But I end up leaving quickly, pretending to be meeting 
friends. As I walk back down the spiral staircase, she talks about seeing each other again, or 
implies that we will. I do my best to make her understand with as few words as possible and 
as coldly as possible, that no. 


* 


I'm at home (but it's not my home; it might look like the living room on the Ruffec Street, but 
with a big printing press, big books, a giant copy of the Koran) and I find an old photo folder: 
it contains shots of some of my paintings, which I had completely forgotten about after 
destroying them in my teens. I'm very happy to find them again, to remember them, I feel like 
I'm getting back to myself a bit. After that I go out with the idea of going to the city. My 
parents go to Saarbriicken and I refuse to go with them; but I soon regret not having my 
camera with me, and decide, since the weather is nice and mild, to go back home and get my 
Minolta, and some money to go to Saarbriicken anyway, alone, quiet. The scenery is familiar 
yet different; instead of the Himmelsberg path there is another steep path, running along the 
void, but with a car park, old stones, trees. A mixture of the Himmelsberg path and the castle 
near the high school. There were other people, children... Mentally, I'm passing on the folk 
music, which sounds like Backworld, and that only accentuates the peaceful, sunny side of 
this dream. 


* 


I am with Laetitia, at her home. I don't know why or how we end up making love. I don't 
know what she's wearing: naked, or in her underwear, maybe. With make-up on? I may have 
used a camera or a webcam at some point: I remember adjusting something, maybe the 
framing... At one point we kiss — first kiss, delicious, unsettling as we have known each other 
for years and years... Also anxiety about not getting hard, about coming too fast; memories of 
past screw-ups. 


* 


I am with Alix, in a city. Maybe we are with other people. We may not have seen each other 
for a long time. I kiss her and slip my hand into her jeans. Our tongues mingle, I bite her 
tongue, her lips, my hand in her panties, in full view, which amuses me — the pleasure of 
shocking, with impunity. 


* 


I'm with my sister, we're visiting a kind of eco-museum, an open-air thing. I'm singing Nine 
Inch Nails. It makes me think of Aude, and I feel tears coming down my cheeks. My sister 
makes a knowing comment to me, like "You made a strange face" and I answer that I had the 
sun in my face or something like that, and we both know that the other one understood. 


* 


I take pictures of Florence dancing on stage with others, a kind of ballet. I don't remember the 
performance itself, but I look at the pictures on my digital screen. Before that I was trying to 
take pictures of Florence walking with her mother, in a medieval area, where I was myself 
with one or more friends. We had just gone our separate ways but I realised that I hadn't taken 
any photos of her. So I walked around her in short strides, flashing her, which made her 
laugh. But the camera was not working well, the flash refusing to fire most of the time. 


* 


I'm in a small town between Nancy and Metz, in a very beautiful old house, and I'm staying 
with someone. He's actually an employer and I've come to ask him for a job. He seems to 
appreciate my directness, and is ready to hire me. There is a beautiful bay window in this 
living room-office where several people are working; you can see fields as far as the eye can 
see, a few trees, a dusk sky as beautiful as a painting. I stand there looking at this scene, 
fascinated. Later we go out, the house is in fact a medieval castle in ruins. I am with a 
woman: an old woman? A nun? I think that living here will be nice. 


* 


I am alone and arrive in a kind of boarding house, in the Paris region. There's no one there 
except the owner, who has just opened his establishment, which is absolutely tiny, but with 
lots of rooms, little corridors and staircases. It's warm, woody, with lots of little knick-knacks. 
A real doll's house. I start to cry, I don't know why, maybe because of the beauty and serenity 
of the place. 


* 


There is an evil man who lives in a flat in a neighbourhood that looks like Sandra's in Nancy. 
I don't know if he's kidnapped anyone, but I feel a strong danger to myself and/or someone 
else; I know he's watching me and wants to stop me. I'm lurking in his neighbourhood, but I 
can't do anything. 


* 


I'm with Pierre in a car, a kind of Espace, and I drive around Nancy, smashing into a lot of 
other cars so that I can pass them without making life difficult for myself. The police end up 


chasing us with their flashing lights. Night falls and we arrive on mountain roads, covered in 
snow, like at the Champ du Feu. We stop before reaching the top. I think I'm out of trouble 
but soon the flashing lights show up in the night. Other people arrive, I don't know from 
where. They too are trying to hide. I hide behind a bush. They arrive. 


* 


I visit David's house in the south, which seems to be more in a small town than in the country 
proper. Their house is still half under construction, some parts are open, and I go around the 
owner looking for David. Finally he finds me, or maybe it's Nathalie, whatever, and we chat, 
he shows me around. The house is big. I have trouble climbing the stairs, the steps are tiny 
and you have to stick to the walls, there's too much space, I'm dizzy. I can't even follow them 
up to the last one: I have to step over the void, almost jump over the void to reach a last 
isolated step. I also notice that their bed is half suspended in the void. I feel an inexpressible 
dizziness. 


* 


I'm on Ruffec Street and I see men walking towards the empty lot behind the building. 
Perhaps they are disguised. I feel that some kind of game is being prepared, a very serious 
game; something warlike is emerging from all this. I want to join them. 


* 


A slightly flirty walk with a girl who is supposed to be with me in college, on country roads. 
We're heading for a castle and there's a twilight. 


* 


New Year's Eve, or some such collective party, in a holiday village or at least a "festive" and 
public place. I think I run into Serge and Céline, maybe Laura, too. But it's with Lucie that I 
isolate myself, in a room, which is in fact a sort of backyard from which the inhabitants can 
see us through their windows. This does not deter us from making love. 


* 


I visit parts of a city, perhaps supposed to be Nancy. At night. I don't have my camera and I 
regret it. I tell myself that I will come back. The places I visit are beautiful, there are people, 
and I feel good. 


* 


I'm in an abandoned house with Xavier. I know there is something evil about it. I don't know 
what we came here to do, or see, or check out. But after a few minutes the world starts to 
shake like jelly, to twist like an image in a distorting mirror; at least it's a visual impression 
superimposed on the normal world, and I understand that it's the house that's doing it. I also 
see, or feel, that the walls are closing in; the house wants to swallow us, to absorb us, it's an 
inescapable mechanism as soon as we enter it. 


* 


I live in a very small flat or studio, but through a network of stairs, my floor communicates 
directly with all the other flats on the floors, and I can visit the kitchens, the living rooms, the 
bedrooms. There is no one in the building, everything is in darkness — I feel like an intruder, a 
voyeur, a potential thief. 


* 


I'm in front of a church, there's a huge crowd, the presidential candidates are there and 
someone tells me about a terrible secret, something so huge about a candidate that it would 
disqualify him without a doubt. I understand that it's a matter of parentage: two candidates 
would be from the same family, perhaps direct relatives. Then someone makes a speech on 
the church square; they talk about the dead of the Nation. I see Emilie (Aude's best friend) 
who I understand is a prostitute — she is dressed like the women in mourning at the end of the 
19th century. She is crying with emotion. A bell rings for the dead. 


* 


A fat man with glasses, looking sad and suffering, with a sour little voice. I flirt with him on 
the net — am I pretending to be a chick, or is this gay flirting? But either way he knew who I 
was, and when I ran into him in real life and he tried to hook up with me, I'd blow him off 
with the utmost disdain. And now I run into him in a bar, or a movie theatre, but a dark place 
full of students—I'm on a campus. I blow him off again and he starts crying and talking 
loudly, for all to hear, describing who I am and what I do. The sky is falling, I leave the room 
under the gaze, apart from exile or suicide I don't see what could erase such humiliation. 


* 


I am in the army, perhaps as a mercenary, or as a trainee. There are many of us like me, on a 
training ground, divided into groups; each group with a specific task. We are going to learn to 
defend ourselves against terrorists in civilian clothes from Kurdistan, or Kazakhstan, or 
Kyrgyzstan maybe... other soldiers are going to play the bad guys and we are going to defend 
ourselves, like in a situation... I then see veiled women, Iranian style, or even Afghan style, 
and I understand that under their veils, they are armed, or ready to blow themselves up, it's so 
frightening that I don't know anymore if it's an exercise or not, and yet I know that it would 
be very simple to shoot in the heap to solve the problem, but I understand that they are 
waiting for a more politically correct solution. 


* 


A family outing. I'm with my sister and Pierre, slumped in the grass in a sort of public park. 
Very small channels, almost like streams of clear, bright, transparent water, run through the 
ground. The grass is very green. There are fountains with very high jets. We are in Eretz 
Israel, but it is supposed to be another country than Israel, a sub-Israel, bordering the main 
one (there are supposed to be several). I joke with my sister about the fact that in a few 
thousand years the Arabs had not been able to do anything with this barren land. Suddenly I 
see my paternal grandfather —he died in 1992 and is supposed to have died in this dream 
too —a few metres away, talking to Ralf. I am stunned for a few seconds, then I manage to 
show this to my sister, but as soon as I mention it, my grandfather and Ralf (or rather Ralf's 
double, because the real Ralf is with us) turn around and walk away: at the top of my field of 


vision I see the typical MSN message indicating that the person you are talking to is offline. 
The contact with my grandfather, if it was one, is thus cut off. Ralf himself (the real one), to 
whom I also show his double and the ghost of my grandfather moving away from us, reacts 
with almost excessive indifference, talking about a mere resemblance... I feel that this is not 
normal. I go to see my parents who are with other relatives, sitting at a terrace —a long 
wooden table, in a courtyard open to the street, perhaps. My mother is amused that the place 
makes my father anxious. He tells me in a low voice about the towers — there are a number of 
buildings, almost palaces, quite high, with towers and turrets — that scare him, but I don't 
understand why. My mother says I'm sensitive, or receptive, something like that. I go to the 
toilet in the bistro on whose terrace we are standing. It's a dirty toilet, you can't sit in it, and 
I'm barefoot; I don't really know how to get my feet dirty. I notice that this toilet 
communicates directly with the kitchen. 


* 


I go to my grandmother's house, for some reason I've forgotten. There's another boy at her 
house, a bit of a ninny, a big lug who can't stop laughing at what I say and do, as someone 
who has so little experience of life, and such narrow, petty-bourgeois ideas, that the slightest 
behaviour that differs one iota, stupefies him to the point of hilarity. 


* 


I'm in my parents' house, the one on Saint-Denis Street. The cellar is just one big, almost 
empty room. I'm looking for something. I want to go back upstairs, there is a staircase (which 
turns, but not spiral) that goes up to the different floors, but it is blocked by a metal door 
between the cellar and the floor. I try to bypass it. 


* 


A sort of summer camp, or snow class. I'm with a lot of other young people (or even 
children) in a Labaroche-style centre —or is it a public place, a station? We are waiting for 
something. I pass a kid, let's say a pre-teen, with something serious, cold, almost threatening 
in his face. We shake hands, both feeling that we know each other. I tell him I think I know 
him, and he confirms. I see that he has a third eye, on his forehead. 


* 


I flirt a bit with Sandra F. — she may be sitting between my legs, and I myself am stroking her 
inner thighs, passing over her panties from time to time. We watch TV or some other screen, 
which shows people at the beach, or rather in the water, which reaches halfway up their 
thighs. A stretch of water as far as the eye can see, nothing but water, with a big sun but a 
strange brightness, and I understand that it is another planet than the Earth — on the screen 
you also see planets seen from space, with their oceans sometimes with strange colours. This 
is all perfectly normal. 


* 


I go into a tiny music shop to buy a bass. The salesman tells me that he has models in the 
basement: you get to them through a trapdoor in the floor, which you access by going out of 
the shop and entering again through another door, the shop being so small and narrow that 


you can't really move around. I go down with the salesman by a long ladder, the basement is 
a bare concrete corridor. There is no question of a bass or music shop now. We walk and 
emerge into a vast underground room. There are other people walking around in there. 
Halfway down the room is cut off by a gate, which reveals the interior of a church on the 
other side: altar, cross, etc. 


* 


I'm with Melanie B. and maybe others, in front of my middle school, then elsewhere, but 
where? We talk about a horrible case of rape of a child in the presence of his parents, Melanie 
tells us that while their child was being martyred, the executioners were talking and smoking 
cigarettes with the resigned and dazed parents. 


* 


I walk in front of or behind a group of people, who are perhaps celebrating a wedding. The 
weather is fine. 


* 


I walk with Carole Sainte-M. It must be the first time we've met in real life. We walk through 
rather dilapidated streets, even in ruins, and through abandoned corridors or galleries (like 
shopping malls). She shows me a door in bad condition, at the bottom of a building that 
seems abandoned, and tells me that this is where she lives. There is a tension between us, we 
hold hands and feel like kissing; it's obvious that it's going to happen at any moment. When it 
does, she finally regrets it and runs away from me. 


* 


A restaurant in the countryside, simple, warm, busy. I go out for a walk. There is a church 
nearby which I enter, with the idea of visiting it, but a small mass is being prepared there. I sit 
in a pew next to a young girl, a Jehovah's Witness type, American style — tall, healthy, 
chubby, with the face and eyes of a hallucinated kid, long hair. Nobody asks me any 
questions. The ceremony begins, I don't recognise anything in the formulas pronounced by 
the priest, nor the songs. The girl opens the missal to the right page. The words are appalling, 
half in French and half in another language, Latin no doubt. I go to visit the house, with the 
girl, who explains to me a little, but without really teaching me anything, what they are. At 
the same time, an atmosphere of seduction hangs in the air. It's a cult, I'm convinced. I leave 
the church, backwards, ordering them to let me go. Two men, big men, threaten me and tell 
me to stay. I make obscene gestures at them, threaten them with my fist, my vision is 
disturbed as if I were on drugs. I walk backwards with terrifying slowness. But I finally arrive 
at the restaurant where I lock myself in the kitchen after explaining the situation to the boss, 
whom I know. In the kitchen with the employees, I see through the small window of the door 
the face of the head of the sect, greying, with glasses. He looks indignant, as if he had been 
cheated out of his due. One of the employees, strange, asks me to follow him in private to 
talk. I start to wonder if they are not accomplices too. But he takes me out through a trap door 
and I find myself in a completely different landscape, alone, with no hope of return. 


* 


I am in a city; an alternative version of Nancy, as I often dream. Something dirtier, and 
clammy, in what is pleasant and almost erotic. Like in some southern cities. I'm supposed to 
be living there, or maybe staying there for a while; I have the evening off, and I think of 
Laurence and tell myself that I shouldn't stay too long without giving her news, but I have a 
good evening. There is a kind of party outside, something like a concert in front of a bar, with 
a lot of people without it being a crowd; a notion of drunkenness, of summer evening. Then 
I'm on a beach with some other guys. Maybe we're working there, or exploring something. A 
stretch of sand, rock, sloping, perhaps, and desolate. The water starts to rise; I turn around. A 
tidal wave comes and floods everything. 


* 


I review photos of Florence, supposedly taken by me when I was with her in Paris; she's 
naked in a dimly lit room, and wrestling with some kind of mutant creature, gigantic and red 
and disgusting, holding her captive, limb by limb, in its tentacles — this creature is fucking 
her, but it also looks like predation. There is something monstrous and horribly exciting about 
it. 


* 


I'm in my parents' dining room, it's night. There's a mirror on the wall, and I look at myself, 
except that it's not my image that I see, but Alexandrine's. It seems perfectly normal to me. 
This seems perfectly normal to me. I masturbate a little while talking to her, trying to make 
her understand that I want her. I hear a voice and turn around. The coat wardrobe is open. I 
am terrified. I hear my mother's voice, she's calling someone, probably my father; maybe she 
thinks I'm him, that they're hiding in there to have sex. 


* 


I'm with David in my room, the one on Saint-Denis Street. We are with a girl, a very beautiful 
teenager, very young, luscious, with make-up like the last of the whores. I don't know what 
happens, but the girl ends up decapitated, accidentally. We panic and look for a place to hide 
the head (the body no longer appears in the dream). My mother knocks on my bedroom door 
for some reason, and I open it, begging her not to come in, while trying to hide the girl's head 
somewhere in the corner behind the door. My mother gets more and more angry at me for 
refusing to let her in, not admitting, no doubt, that her son is hiding anything from her and 
refusing her anything. Eventually she leaves. I go down to the house, for some reason, and 
then back up, trying to find a better hiding place. When I enter the head is gone. I scream, 
wake up. 


* 


I drive alone, at night, towards the Champagne region. I stop in Reims or Troyes; it's a rather 
miserable, ugly, grey city, but it has that charm of novelty that I need so much. This 
impression of being lost, out of the country, of being an absolute stranger, and therefore 
absolutely free. I also find a rather medieval district, more lively, very beautiful, and feel like 
a tourist, an adventurer, it's extremely soothing. I also find myself in a sort of family or 
communal banquet, because there are a lot of people. A sunny midday in the provinces. I'm 
walking by a stream, there's a bridge or a ford, maybe a little waterfall, and an old man ina 
Tibetan monk's outfit — the rebouteux, the old sage of the village. I don't remember what he 


was saying. And then I visit a holiday centre, like a snow class, and paedophile videos are 
discovered there. I got away with the videos in a briefcase, before being caught, or was I the 
one who accompanied the culprit? 


A very poor, very dirty little girl, who lies down fully clothed in a sort of trough, in town, to 
wash herself. 


I'm driving along a country road in winter that looks like the heights of Graefinthal Street, 
and suddenly I see cars stopped, people panicking. I am told that the servers necessary for the 
very existence of the Internet have been cut off. An atmosphere of the end of civilisation, of a 
war to come, hangs over us. Later I walk with someone through vast underground tunnels, 
and we arrive in a kind of base where the survivors are sheltered, taken care of. Dormitories 
with metal beds, etc. I walk through some very dark warehouses, similar to the holds of a 
ship, where I find magazines and giant dolls representing almost little Asian girls wearing 
erotic outfits — it's at the extreme limit of paedophilia, and I understand that it's happening to 
a lot of people; not a marginal phenomenon. 


* 


I visit some ruins with a man I was supposed to work with on a building site or something. 
We arrive at the site and I point out the few old, abandoned shacks, telling him it drives me 
crazy to see these homes, once inhabited by the first citizens of this place, now in this state. 
As we go on, there are only ruins, more and more gigantic — ancient domes, walls of several 
floors, or, on the contrary, we see below us underground floors now exposed, almost 
abysmal — remains of swimming pools, assemblies, gardens. It's amazing and dizzying. 


* 


Underground. I am not really there, but rather a passive observer. In these caves live 
semi-human beings, with disproportionate teeth, without words, absolutely mad and 
bloodthirsty. A cross-section of the earth, of the layers of the earth, shows me hundreds of 
buried skulls. These creatures are innumerable. I see them, in hordes, building some kind of 
rudimentary scaffolding or stairs in the rock, with wood. There is a human being among 
them — a bearded, enlightened hippie. He is at the exit of the caves, on the earth's surface, 
leaning against a car, and says that he has lived among them since he was a child. A woman 
arrives, warm to him, I understand she is his lawyer. 


* 


With Laurence, in an abandoned building or house, labyrinthine, very dilapidated, very dark. 
We are running away, or looking for something. 


* 


I am, at dusk, with my camera, near the car park of the Moulin, which I want to photograph 
and which the light makes so particular at this hour; a stormy light which makes everything 
supernatural. I photograph the outside of the car park and then enter it. People come and go, 
some glance at me with intrigue or suspicion, vaguely hostile, others ignore me. I take people 


from a distance, tight angles as if with a telephoto lens, with the stormy sky behind them with 
clouds that stand out strangely through the openings in the car park. When I come out, 
through another end of the building, I walk along a small street, and continue to photograph 
the car park from the most bizarre and aesthetic angles possible. Hundreds, maybe thousands 
of birds fly by, as if something is about to happen. My camera struggles to focus on them, but 
I manage to get a few shots. Then it gets dark and I am in narrow, winding streets. I am with 
Pierre and we are lost. We know that we absolutely must find our way. We try several routes, 
getting lost all the time. Then we find ourselves in a wider street, almost an avenue. The 
S.E.S.A. house is there, dark and silent — but like all the rest of the streets. We can go into the 
house, I know, and come out at another end, to save time. But it still scares me. I go in, 
though — the door is open — and find myself in a sort of darkened living room. There is a door 
at the end. I try to open it, but it is closed, the handle held by some kind of metal bar. Yet I 
know it's just waiting to be opened. I'm too scared, and hurry out. We take the avenue to go 
back. Everything is dark and silent. 


* 


With Laurence, on a country road. A few dozen metres away, a pile of dead, tangled trees 
blocks the road as in Pet Sematary. To our right, fields, and the S.E.S.A. house — alone and 
isolated in the middle of nothing. My field of vision and the arrangement of things in space 
are reminiscent of Second Life. We fork a path to the right, towards the S.E.S.A. house, aware 
that we should not get too close to it so as not to enter the house's zone of influence. We leave 
the path, climbing a fairly steep slope with green, mossy soil. We arrive in a landscape of 
glass and metal structures, which resemble the reproduction of Neunkirchen in Second Life. I 
think to myself: "So this is what it looks like in real life". 


* 


A school trip. A bus journey. Images of a zoo, a park, water games. In Germany? I'm in a 
chocolate shop, quite chic but warm, touristy. The place evokes a cross between Europa Park 
and the excessiveness of a Disneyland. I go out to admire the place, and realise that I have 
forgotten my camera. 


* 


I walk through the streets at night, passing a bar called Le Bébé, supposedly in my town. But 
as I continue, it looks more like Nancy, towards Saint-Dizier Street, the market square, etc. I 
walk up a perpendicular street, trying to avoid any dangerous corners. 


* 


I am with my family. We have an animal, or a creature, that we know is evil. A man in my 
family brings me an armful of axes. Very old axes, with worm-eaten handles and rusty blades. 
They come from our heritage. My mother, worried, tells me to be careful. I am surprised, she 
who is not a believer. I am confident and tell her that I will contact a priest. 


* 


Countless dreams where I walk alone in a big city, Nancy, or Paris, waiting or looking for 
someone. I enter shops, wander the streets, take the metro. The greyness, the crowd. 


I'm in a residential area, in Germany, with pretty pavilions lined up. Lawns, swimming pools, 
fences and gates. The kind of neighbourhood without history and even without any life. I 
came to make field-recordings, with a microphone and a recorder. Trying not to be noticed. 
The sky is a bit threatening, a summer storm sky, both grey and orange, which makes things 
look unreal. I more or less hide from the sight of the few passers-by and the inhabitants in 
their gardens or behind their windows, to record sounds. A young man accompanied by 
elderly people passes by, as I head towards the end of a cul-de-sac where a fence closes off 
the area. He approaches me with an ironic smile on his lips, and says a sentence that I make 
him repeat, not understanding. I start walking with him and we get to know each other in 
rudimentary English. I explain to him that I make music with my recordings; he nods and 
answers "Intelligent music". He invites me into his house, or at least into the house where the 
people with him have entered. A wooden house, with the front door at one of the comers, 
which is cut off. There are some steps to climb, quite steep, almost like a stepladder. When I 
find myself in the middle of the stairs, I realise that the house is standing on pillars; my field 
of vision is split in two, horizontally. I can see both the inside of the house, flush with the 
floor, and the ground of the street, under the empty space of the house. I think again that this 
is similar to the angles and perspectives in Second Life. In the house there is a middle-aged 
woman stuffing her face on a sofa. Ice cream or cake, I don't know. The house is made of 
dark wooden slats, very spacious, hardly furnished. I am standing and so are the others. I feel 
amazing, as I do every time I discover new places—a sense of adventure, of walking 
confidently into the unknown. 


* 


I am in a pool. I can feel myself being pulled down. Demons, who want to take me to hell. I 
struggle. It happens again and again. 


I think of the planet Earth, see it from the outside, as if I were in space. Its blue colour makes 
me "realise" that it and the Blessed Virgin have a close relationship. 


* 


I explore abandoned buildings, grey and cold, sinister. In one of them there is a hidden part. I 
reach it, I don't know how. Gloomy stairwells. There are a couple of squatters. Someone 
dying, or already dead, too. I try to hide; I find myself in a room, decorated like a teenager's 
bedroom, with a sloping roof. I look out the small window, looking for a way to escape. 


* 


I drive along country roads. The weather is very nice. Looking to my left I see two 
pterodactyls killing an animal. I realise that a monster has arrived or returned to Earth and 
that the authorities must be notified. 


* 


I am with my mother. It is night and we are walking in the forest. I think I see, on the left, 
other people walking with torches. I think of a story: someone telling the story of his 


community's walks in the forest at night around Christmas. Playing, calling out to each other, 
carrying lanterns and lanterns, hanging garlands on trees... The narrator would end by saying 
that in reality the city, and Christmas, and civilised life in houses, had only been a dream and 
that there was nothing else but the forest. We walk through the forest, which is sloping, until 
we reach an open area where there is a sort of slag heap. It is daylight and sunny. We climb it. 
At the top I feel dizzy. I see my mother walking quietly down the slope, but I am unable to go 
back down, until my mother shows me a ladder that goes down into a hole in the middle of 
the slag heap. 


* 


I pass Aude in a concert or what seems to be one — the place looks like college halls and 
corridors, with neutral walls; besides, at the very end I am in a classroom, and note what a 
teacher says. My father is there at times. Maybe Laurence is there too; maybe she asks 
"Who?" when I quote Aude in conversation. We sit at long brasserie tables. But most of the 
time I'm alone with her; she's slim, well dressed, attractive, smiling, without a trace of 
resentment. We even kiss on the mouth, and she gives me an affectionate nickname. I have 
the impression that our break-up was just a blip in a story that is still going on. 


* 


I am with my parents and maybe some other people. We walk into a town and find a small, 
extremely cheap and filthy restaurant - somewhere between a creepy kebab shop and the 
gypsy restaurant where we had dinner in Nuremberg. We settle in. Standing outside the 
restaurant, I see, as if on a stand, a small dog standing docilely in a large wok full of food. 
The owner, who is Chinese, sprays the dog from time to time with broth, as if to flavour the 
meat already, and I understand that it is meant to be eaten. 


* 


I am in Neunkirch at night. I am kneeling on the pavement, near the calvary, at the entrance 
to Mrs Kuchly's property. I am leaning forward, on a sheet of paper or a notebook on the 
ground, and I am writing a kind of extremely black and elegiac short story. Several people 
pass by without being surprised by my posture. Someone introduces me to an older, skinny, 
dark-haired woman, Asian perhaps. She lives behind the Kuchly house and is employed in 
various maintenance jobs. She lives almost outside, in a hovel, but it is a life that suits her. 
She burns wood and cleans her body by rubbing it with ashes. 


* 


I am in my parents' house. It's dark. I am alone with my sister. I have the feeling that evil is 
lurking outside. The atmosphere is thick with evil and anxiety. In the hallway, I record a 
synth pad with a kind of mini-sampler. I see a cross floating in the air and spinning around. 
My sister dries her hair in the bathroom, I ask her a question, several times, she seems lost 
and anxious. Then there is a knock on the door, or a window. My sister seems frightened, but 
not surprised. We pretend that nothing has happened. But it happens again, several times. I 
also see a man outside shooting others —the ones he kills are dressed like stiff American 
Protestants, but I understand that they are on the side of evil. 


* 


I grab Mikado, one of Laurence's cats, and hold his mouth open under the open tap, so that 
his body fills with water, until he bursts. When it starts to spit out blood-reddened water, I let 
it go, or more exactly I hide it somewhere to let it die. I have done all this for no reason, nor 
any pleasure. When Laurence starts looking for him, I feel a terrible remorse. 


* 


A shed, monsters a la The Myst, a woman explaining to me that they're actually nice and that 
they're victims of the outside world. 


I run through the streets, which go up, down and around — imaginary, narrow streets. My 
bladder hurts, or my intestines, and I run in the hope of evacuating the cancer I sense. I see a 
woman and her daughter — perhaps Manue and Amandine — running up one of her streets. 
The woman swerves to avoid a passing car. 


I enter the garden of the house where the Stellas lived. It is only after a while that I realise 
that Maité is dead, and that everything has been sold. At the end of the garden there are 
fields, as there used to be between Ruffec Street and Graefinthal Street. That's where I want 
to go. But I hear that there is someone nearby, behind a hedge. I go to see, announce myself, 
and come across a man of about my age, shirtless, sweating, obviously working. He is quite 
handsome, looks calm and confident. I politely ask him if I can go through his garden to get 
to the fields. He says no, because there is an open well, at ground level, at the exit of the 
garden, and that it is dangerous to go there. 


* 


A funfair, one summer evening. I walk around there, accompanied, with my camera. 


Then, I am with my colleague Eliane, to whom I tell that I have a secondary and secret flat, in 
a village in the countryside, somewhere in Lorraine. A feeling of night, of protection, of 
serenity, linked to this secret flat where I can hide and recharge my batteries if I need to go 
there, in the middle of the night. 


Then I am with Sébastien, and we walk in old decrepit streets; it is cold, grey, sad, but it is 
not scary. We discover an abandoned house, and enter it. It's night time. We settle down on 
mattresses on the floor to sleep. We hear voices in an adjacent room; there are other squatters. 
There is nothing frightening about it, on the contrary, we feel protected, together, in a 
community cocoon. A pregnant woman passes by in what we use as a room. Benoit is there. 
Laura too. 


* 


An abandoned, or at least unoccupied, decrepit house. It's night, it's dark. Does it belong to 
someone dangerous, scary? Why am I here? Am | a student, close to my campus? I go to the 
basement. Someone is there, I don't know if I really saw him or not. I lock him in the cellar 
by closing all the locks on a heavy door. I know that was enough to kill the man. Then there 
are the police. Do they arrest me? I see the face of a frightening man, as if flayed, disfigured, 
a face of a beast, of a demon. Is he the one I killed? Is he the real murderer I falsely believe I 


am? Am I him, believing I am human? He has a role in this story, but I no longer know what 
it is. 


In a public swimming pool, during a class, at school or college. I am dressed, at the edge of 
the pool, while the others are already in their swimming costumes. I slip away to go and 
change in the changing rooms. I have a little trouble finding my way around, but I find them. 
Then I'm with Florence, in the grass — maybe a park, or in the nature. We're a couple but it's 
not going well, Florence keeps telling me we're not meant to be together; marriage, children, 
it'll never work. In desperation, I tell her how little I care about having children and a normal 
life with her. That she is a fantasy, an obsession, and that I want this. She seems to like it, and 
she becomes more tender. 


I'm at the Faculty of Arts, I want to go up to the second floor but I make a mistake and go out 
of the stairs on the first floor. I realise after a while but can't find the exit. It is dark in the 
corridors. In some places there are desks in the corridors, as if for a class, but there are no 
teachers and people just wait and talk, in low voices, looking satisfied. 


* 


Countless dreams of final exams, where I realise that I have missed some classes entirely, not 
even out of carelessness or disinterest, but out of total oblivion of their existence — and that I 
am going to fail, because of this. 


* 


I break into a house in the Allmend district where I lived as a teenager. It's dark but I can see 
or hear the inhabitants in rooms a little further away, perhaps sitting and watching television. 
I enter a teenager's bedroom. Frank's mother comes in. She looks neither surprised nor 
frightened. We talk. Maybe she gives me a glass of water. Later, I am hidden in the shadows, 
at night, in Leclerc Street. I look at a house, which I plan to enter. It's the house where my 
nanny Maité lived. 


* 


Countless dreams where I am in a car, alone, in the middle of the night. I'm driving home, or 
driving to a semi-faraway destination. The atmosphere is one of escape, of secrecy, of the 
need to isolate oneself, to take refuge, to hide. 


* 


I take my car, which is in an open car park in Nancy. It's night time. I start the car and turn 
into a street, quickly, at a traffic light. I want to go up towards Brabois, to get petrol at the 
service station near where Pierre lived. But I take the wrong street and instead of going up 
Avenue Leclerc, I find myself in a small residential street, and I'm on my bike. It's extremely 
dark but I can see that the street ends in fields and trees, and in the distance a mountain — at 
least high hills like those around Nancy. I try to illuminate the fields with my mobile phone 


screen but the light is extremely dim. A woman comes along, a local I suppose. She points to 
the mountain in the distance and I see, well lit, a village street, a baby. But the image is 
strange, spectral, and disproportionate, like a film projected onto a canvas. 


* 


I have to go and spend a few days or a weekend at Florence's. I even talk to her sister on the 
phone. I even talk to her sister on the phone. My parents know about it, I prepare my things 
and my car, etc. But I realise at the last minute that I'm not going to be able to do anything. 
But I realise at the last moment that I forgot to tell Florence herself. And that she's on a trip or 
on holiday somewhere else, unreachable, that she's completely unaware of my plans, and I 
don't know how to hide this, such an oversight, from my parents and the others. 


* 


A meal in a restaurant (similar to the one in Neunkirch, or the one in Hanweiler) — the tables 
are set up like for a banquet. The service is incredibly slow. I listen to some Alsatian rednecks 
talking about the local elections, about their alliances between groups. Nathalie, my aunt, is at 
a table. We occupy the whole restaurant as a family, a kind of reunion. Pizzas are served, 
well, almost at closing time. 


* 


I am in underground passages or abandoned buildings, dark, infested with rats, hundreds of 
them. I throw grenades at them, which make them explode and then burn. I get a kick out of 
that. Then, maybe just out of the underground, I'm at the beach with my parents and 
sister — we're staying at a holiday hotel. The beach is crowded. I want to cook a sausage on a 
barbecue that has been left available, but the grill is missing. I apologise for sitting at a table 
where there were already young girls. I see Sigrid, in her skimpy clothes, going to the end of 
the beach (a wall, perhaps) and getting the barbecue grill for herself. I go over to her and we 
talk — I guess, or maybe suggest we have sex again. 


* 


I see a rocky landscape in 3D, from above, like in the Elder Scrolls Construction Set. As I 
zoom in I see something that looks like a straw, or a swaddled child. It starts to float and gain 
altitude and move quickly. I understand that it is God or something sent or chosen by God. A 
voice says to me, "You don't mess with the Spirit. 


Then I am in a church. The stained glass windows cast a beautiful, colourful light on the 
floor. I pray inwardly for the hopeless, the damned. I arrive at the altar, at least a secondary 
altar, in a corner of the church, and behind it I see a washbasin, shelves, an exit door. I see a 
man in a robe and a kind of Phrygian cap. I go out and find Céline and Dominique. We walk 
through the poor, grey streets, which are not scary, and I take pictures. 


* 


I am in hell. It's a very small teenager's room, or even a child's room, with a fireplace, and 
where there is a very blue light. 


I'm in an unspecified city. I enter a bar or libertine club which in fact looks like a simple 
house; I don't know for what reason or to see whom. I am informed that a submissive is 
waiting for me in a room. I go there; it is a young black or perhaps Arab woman, asleep on a 
bed. She is really sleeping, simply, without any erotic display. 


* 


I am at Laurence's house, who is not present. I'm in the garage, which has been converted into 
a playroom or something. It's night, and very dark. I'm with a girl I'm more or less hitting on. 
She has a Slavic accent and/or name. Other people are supposed to be in the house, it's a kind 
of friendly meeting. One of these friends suddenly turns up, looking panicked, terrified. He 
explains that one of the guests has disappeared. He's not just missing, I understand; he's really 
gone. As if carried away by something, disintegrated, taken to another dimension. The fear I 
feel is indescribable. I'm in town, then, at dawn or dusk; it's dark. I take refuge in a church, 
where a mass is being held. There are many people, the church is beautiful, the atmosphere is 
friendly, warm, reassuring. My father is there, as well as other people I know. Someone is 
reading the newspaper. I leaf through it and read about what happened at Laurence's house, 
but the article refers to it as a blockbuster movie that terrorizes the public. Someone in the 
church is uncorking schnapps; the atmosphere is friendly, not at all solemn. 


* 


Numerous dreams of car journeys, usually at night. Impression of gigantic solitude. 


Often also the Champ du Feu and its surroundings. True to itself, or different. I often get lost 
on the way. 


Dreams in a parallel Nancy or Paris. 


Many journeys by train, and in the metro. Many missed trains, endless waiting. Journeys in 
underground corridors, labyrinthine, from one platform to another. 


* 


I walk through a squalid, run-down neighbourhood. There are prostitutes. I enter a ruin, or at 
least an abandoned place. There are collective toilets, incredibly dirty. I feel a very strong 
excitement. I consider masturbating, standing in this place, excited by its dirtiness, and by the 
moral defilement it represents. 


* 


"It" inviting me into a house in the form of a woman. In a bathrobe, perhaps. A game of 
seduction between "it" and me. I know that once I enter Ca will leave her appearance as a 
woman to attack me; but this appearance is so seductive, so in keeping with my fantasies, that 
I consider entering anyway. He knows it, I know he knows it, each knows exactly what the 
other is thinking. 


* 


I torture and kill one of Laurence's animals — again, for no reason at all, and fully aware of 
how horrible it is, in a kind of vertigo of evil. I kill it and find myself immediately 
overwhelmed by my own crime, by all the suffering I have caused. 


* 


A meal at my parents’ house. Emmanuelle is there, Laurence too. I regularly turn my head 
towards Emmanuelle to send her little kisses that are falsely discreet. It makes her laugh, and 
Laurence's presence doesn't stop me. Laurence ends up bursting into tears. No one at the table 
understands what's going on, except me, who feels terrible, guilty, stupid. 


* 


I am in a house, or an institution, like an old library or a presbytery. I am terrified by 
countless cries of infinite suffering rising from the floor —I understand that Hell really does 
exist and that it is not empty at all. 


* 


I take the plane with Emmanuelle, to the United States. But the plane lands, well before the 
end of the journey. It lands in a landscape of snow and ice as far as the eye can see. It is very 
beautiful, very impressive. It seems as if the world is coming to an end. We get out of the 
plane and walk. Below us, I see a building with glass windows, like a bunker or a laboratory. 
Men in NBC suits are destroying or burning everything, perhaps fighting with creatures they 
have made. 


* 


I am with other people in front of a country house —a small American house, like Edward 
Hopper. It's night, in winter. There is someone dangerous, evil, in or near the house. Someone 
supposedly related to me, or someone I know. Notion of deformity, of monstrosity. Later I go 
down a slope on my buttocks, or on a sledge, with many other people. But I stop, or walk 
down, to help a woman lying on the snow. I think it's Caroline C. but it's not. 


* 


With Pierre, in Strasbourg or Saarbriicken, a city of its kind. At the end of a street, a wooden 
house; it looks like a Christmas market stand, but completely empty, and open. We pass it and 
reach the banks of a river that runs through the city. There are abandoned, dilapidated 
structures. The weather is very nice. I take pictures. I climb onto one of the concrete 
structures, which suddenly starts to rise, the flow and level of the water starting to increase, 
as if a mechanism had been triggered. I hang on and reach the top safely when the mechanism 
has finished moving. Pierre tells me that it is late and that he has to go back. He doesn't live 
very far from here. I see the route, the roads and expressways, as if I were watching a film. It 
looks as much like Nancy (and Lunéville) as Strasbourg or Sarrebriick. I am then in my 
student flat in Nancy. I pass a neighbour, whose face is totally deformed by illness, 
monstrous, like that of the woman who had publicly asked the President to be able to be 
euthanised. 


I'm in college. A teacher tells me that I have a level far above what is expected of me and that 
he will support me to go further. I don't dare admit to him that I've skipped almost all the 
other subjects all year. 


* 


I see the Breeders' singer again, I don't know where. I'm supposed to have dated her in the 
past. Seeing her again completely shakes me up. I hear their songs again in my head and feel 
like crying. 


* 


I am with Pierre in Paris (supposedly). We're standing in front of an apartment building where 
we're supposed to be doing something. I know that Florence lives there. I suspect she's in a 
relationship. Eventually we see her come out, indeed accompanied by a man. We hide. Seeing 
her in real life gives me a shock. We enter the building and explore the cellars, which are 
rather clean, spacious and bright. We find an exit that leads to the back of the building; a 
magnificent garden, a sort of orchard-garden, also designed for walking, reading, etc., with a 
sublime view of the countryside. I congratulate the woman who shows us around, and I regret 
not having my camera. I carry a book with me, probably by Cordwainer Smith, and a 
connection is made in me between this garden and one of the worlds/levels of reality 
described in this work — which I mentally visualise as an old video game like Elite, Dune, 
Starflight... 


* 


I'm at mass, with Alix. It's crowded. Alix is behind me. We are allowed to play music, which 
I do: as a joke I play a tape with all the dance music hits, very loud. But after several songs I 
feel embarrassed, ashamed; the joke is too long. 


* 


I am in a relationship with Marie P. She is pregnant, not with my child, but I am ready to 
recognise the child, to raise it, to protect them both. She gives off an impression of weakness, 
of fragility. Sometimes I remember Emmanuelle but as if from a previous life, or in a parallel 
world. We live in near the Allmend and the Marianne Oswald Street, only greyer, poorer. Her 
mother is supposed to live there too. I tell myself that Marie will be able to live with her 
part-time to save on expenses, because she doesn't work. But I'm prepared to take it on. 


* 
I take pictures, outside, in a park, perhaps; like the park Sainte-Marie, or the one in 


Heillecourt. There is a beautiful autumnal light, warm, golden, which hints at the coldness of 
the coming winter. I talk to a guy and buy him film and paper to develop photos. 
* 


I walk up the stairs of an old building and enter a flat. This is where I'm supposed to live with 
Florence, I suddenly remember. I feel guilty, embarrassed, because I haven't asked her about 


the three weeks we've been apart. She's not at the flat but I soon realise that her parents are 
there —I pass her father in particular, who looks like a whimsical, clueless, kindly old teacher. 
I learn or remember that Florence has gone out to accompany and supervise children while 
they play. I go out, with the idea of finding her. I cross a bridge, quite a long one, it is very 
dark now, and very autumnal. I understand that I am dreaming. I try to change the course of 
things to find Florence. 


* 


There's a cemetery, it's night, in a kind of gloomy, tortured city. I have to go in, I don't know 
why exactly, but I'm with someone and I talk to him, or he talks to me, about inverted 
crosses, desecrations, in this cemetery, by Satanists. 


I also want to go "upstairs" as if it were a multi-storey city or very steep. To do this I have to 
go up some stairs in a building, also dilapidated, and first pass through a kind of wasteland or 
inner courtyard where some small groups of young people are standing. The person who is 
with me dissuades me from doing so, because of the danger these young people represent; 
friendly or neutral in appearance, they are in fact very aggressive and ill-intentioned. I walk 
by (but where?) and arrive in a public toilet, half ruined, and extremely dirty. I relieve myself 
against a urinal. Other people enter. 


At the top, I see strange colours as if the world was in negative. I understand that there is a 
problem with antimatter, a kind of conflict with our world. 


* 


I'm in underground cellars of houses, but very extensive, very long — a whole network. I'm 
accompanied by a guy, intermittently. There are zombies (especially zombie children) and we 
each kill several of them to get established here. Then there are other people coming. 
Families? Then I see the outside and I see "me" as on the character creation screen in 
Oblivion. I pick an archer. I select his face. 


* 


I'm in the fields, it's autumn, there's been a massive flood as cows and bulls are lost 
everywhere, in ditches, thickets, trees. | am with other people, we talk about it and laugh 
about it. I see Eliane, her daughter Léonie, and a guy. He talks to Eliane, looking enamoured, 
and gives her lots of compliments and allusions. I exchange amused looks with Léonie. It's 
true that Eliane is especially beautiful at this moment — in autumn-coloured clothes. 


* 


Dreams of visiting castles, medieval villages, high up. Winter sun. 


* 


It is night and I am walking somewhere in the streets or along a road. It is very dark. I see 
Caroline C.; she smiles at me. 


* 


I leave an ironic or aggressive comment about Islam and CORA on the SNCF website in 
response to someone. I am then told that I have been identified and will be prosecuted for it. 
I'm devastated, devastated, wondering how I could have been so stupid and suicidal as to put 
myself in such a situation again. 


* 


I talk to a group of middle-aged men waiting in a car out of the way. They have mocking, evil 
smiles and tell me straight out that they will rape and kill me—they are paedophiles, 
predators. I don't know if I am a child or not in the dream. I am terrified and go into a 
building (where I probably live) and hide in a flat behind some furniture. Eventually I hear 
that someone is trying to break into the locked door. The threat was real and the danger is 
there, immediate. 


Later I see the same men on television. I recognise their leader, whom I identify as Marc 
Dutroux — a hairless man with glasses and a bald spot, a cold, intelligent look in his eyes. He 
is an engineer, or a senior civil servant. They talk about their practices without the slightest 
embarrassment. 


* 


I am walking on a tarmac road, which runs alongside a forest, with autumnal colours. It 
reminds me of the bottom of the Rabelais Street, in Sarreguemines. Buildings in the distance. 
I go deeper into the forest. It is swampy and countless corpses float on the surface. They are 
blacks; I remember then that it is the war in Africa. I come out, see small CHS-type 
buildings, and remember that my grandmother took me here as a child to show me where her 
patients lived. I burst into tears. I pass my mother on the way, still crying. 


* 


A small baptism in a small church in Neunkirch, which is about where the neighbourhood 
house is. Nearby, a kind of grocery shop. Later, at Stenger's, with my parents, I chose a small 
bottle of folk liqueur — wheat alcohol. The label is written in Gothic letters. 


* 


In the library, which looks like a 19th century English gentlemen's drawing 
room — mouldings, carpets, big armchairs. I read a book, comfortably installed, determined 
not to work. At the end of the afternoon, feeling a bit guilty, I get up, meet Eva and then 
Sébastien, in our sort of technical room. It's time to leave. Some soldiers arrive; there's some 
kind of party organised for them, at night. 


* 


With Emmanuelle, at home. It is still dark, we are naked and awake in my kitchen. At first 
everything seems normal, but gradually the atmosphere becomes strange and we both have 
the feeling that something is wrong; I wonder aloud if we are really awake or still asleep; so 
does she. I wonder which of us is the one sleeping, and dream this dream, if it is one. 
Suddenly there are huge bangs on the ceiling, shaking the building, as if something upstairs 


was banging both to let us know it was there and to break through the walls to get in. 
Panicked we rush to my kitchen window to escape through the window; going down the 
gutter is the only way out. 


* 


I'm with Emmanuelle, in the adult room of the library. It is very dark and we are sitting at the 
foot of my desk, on the floor. We are watching a film or something like that, which absorbs 
us. We snog a bit, and after a while I realise that Virginie is sitting not far from us — sitting at 
my desk, maybe. I say to myself, 'never mind'. Then we leave the Adult Room and walk 
through university corridors; it looks a bit like the IUT Charlemagne. From corridor to 
corridor we arrive in a narrower area, like primary school corridors. There are children 
cooking something, perhaps clay, or melting metal—in any case, something artisanal and 
primitive. The place is like a zoo or an eco-museum. 


* 


I see a scary spider, as tall as a dog, with thick, hairy, pinkish legs — and above its head it 
carries something that looks like a plastic doll's head. I understand that this is a kind of decoy 
that nature has developed in this spider. 


* 


I am with Emmanuelle. We want to get from one building to the other, separated by a kind of 
inner courtyard — the neighbourhood looks old-fashioned, a bit shabby. We have to cross a 
sort of soft footbridge, made of ropes. We progress slowly, on our backsides, and on both 
sides of the footbridge (which is very far above the ground) ferocious dogs threaten us. We 
finally arrive at the other building and enter a dark, deserted room; it is set up like a medical 
laboratory. I think of Dr Grave. We try to get out, but the only door in the stairwell opens 
onto a courtyard with grass, some trees — soggy and sad. So we go back the way we came; 
but instead of walkways and dogs, we walk through corridors in total darkness. 


* 


Fighting with monsters, in dark corridors. Once they are dead I go back up and meet people 
(policemen? civil servants? citizens?) who take me in charge, question me, in a restaurant or a 
public place like that. A door opens onto the corridors where I came from. I see a single 
corpse, whereas I was convinced that I had fought two people (or monsters). I see my horse 
wandering, disoriented, on lower floors. 


I think there is Lounés, or a boy who reminds me of him, among the young men I see next. 
It's some kind of party or potluck among colleagues. This young man has a promotion, or 
some kind of award that recognises his work. He is extremely smiley. But I know because he 
told me (or Lounés told me, or wrote on his blog) that his milieu, sales and finance, behind 
the smiles, hides an absolute human corruption. 


* 


At the Champ du Feu, or a place that reminds me of it, with my parents. A kind of restaurant 
in the countryside; soup on plates (ours or another table's?). We come out of the 


establishment, there's mother and other people. My mother asks me if I'm all right, why I'm 
sulking; I tell her I'm fine, that I'm just tired — but in reality I feel mortified inside, realising 
once again that all the places that have mattered to me, all the places that have made me and 
haunt me, now exist only in my imagination, and in an ever more degraded way with time. 


* 


I show Emmanuelle a sinister video game; a rather dated, crude, Pathologic-like 3D 
landscape. Grass, and maybe graves, a desolate landscape like that. Then a medieval town, 
with an Avernum view. I'm looking for a way to go from one district to the other, which I 
can't find; you have to go through houses to get there. I see the maps drawn, like on a video 
game screen. The game and reality are one. 


* 


I am alone in my dark flat —in a huge high-rise building. I hear someone coming into my 
apartment, then noises in the bathroom, like someone normally doing something at home. I 
go to look, and discover a young woman removing her make-up or washing her hands — she 
seems totally disoriented to see me, and I throw her out without much ado. She takes it with a 
kind of pent-up aggression, barely concealed under her smile. I end up fearing that she will 
come back to taunt or harass me, possibly with other people. This intrusion, however 
accidental, leaves me completely disturbed. 


* 


I flirt with a brunette with medium-length curly hair, in a tight summer dress, sexy without 
being vulgar — she looks like Olivia C. We kiss and flirt, in back alleys and shabby backyards. 
Old brick walls, brambles and anarchic vegetation. I drag her into a garage entrance, or some 
such discreet corner, to make out with her more seriously. Later, she's lying on the ground, in 
some kind of alleyway between allotments — me crouching down, my arm behind her neck to 
hold her down, and I'm stroking her. Men come and stop, watching the scene, laughing and 
interested. They do nothing but I sense that an assault is possible and imminent. 


* 


I am with some people, in an undetermined place, at night. We are watching the front door: 
several times in a row, a hand reaches through a hole in the door or in a glass part of the door 
and tries to operate the latch to open and enter. It is terrifying and paralysing. 


* 


I am in a sunny, wild, almost African setting. There are other people here and some 
cobbled-together buildings. The world has been ravaged by something, an epidemic it seems, 
and we are trying to put a small society back together. At some point there is an incident, 
probably an infected person revealing himself, and we drive off—I look out of the window on 
the way and see a group of women, once well-educated, well-dressed middle-class women, 
dancing like primitives before a wooden idol. 


* 


I'm in Nancy, on the station esplanade, which is much flatter and wider. The sun is 
overwhelming, reverberating on the ground, on the large windows of the buildings, on the 
tram. I hear a noise and turn around, and see a man surprised by the silent arrival of the tram; 
he doesn't have time to avoid it; I see the tram knock him down, run over his body. 


* 


I wander through a kind of hospital. In one of the rooms there is a child, heavily handicapped, 
in a wheelchair, who has fallen to the ground. I get out. I see him again later (after events in 
the dream, which I have forgotten) and this time I decide to get him up. It becomes a hospital 
bed with a disabled girl lying in it — physically, perhaps, mentally anyway. She is both pretty 
and strange. She has the physique of an elf, very slim, with prominent cheekbones and long 
hair. There's a shirtless man lying in bed, looking a bit dazed — he's lying on top of her, with 
his back to her, and she's wrapping her arms around him, cuddling him. I understand that this 
man (a soldier?) has helped her, and that she thanks him like this, in whatever way she can, 
with her body. 


* 


I fight with Sigrid, violently. She's on the ground, I punch her, hard, in the face, and she 
defends herself. Then it finally turns me on, and while her trousers are gone, or I've taken 
them off, I start touching her, pushing my fingers into her sex, which is wet. I smile lewdly 
and wickedly, and something in her expression suggests that she is enjoying this mixture of 
violence and sex too. 


* 


I'm in a small town, a village, even, the Meuse type, a bit poor without being a ruin either; it's 
the 14th of July or some other bank holidays, and I'm with my parents, or I'm supposed to 
meet them again; there's supposed to be some kind of celebration in the streets, and a flea 
market, but there's nothing there, and I don't meet anyone. Then I drive, or maybe ride my 
bike, followed by, or following a car. I stop at the bottom of a hill, where there is a house. I 
go in, and my parents are there, with other people, there's a lively atmosphere, and a rather 
chic family food scene. 


* 


A video on the net, pornographic, in which Florence is the main actress. We see her with a 
man, not very reassured, in a flat. They are already kissing, more or less lying down. The 
lighting is violent and artificial, like in a sitcom. Then the camera changes angle and shows 
several men entering the flat, talking to each other and enjoying themselves. She looks at 
them, understanding what she is in for. Then they surround her, and she is raped. This video 
drives me crazy. But it's impossible to download it, no matter which site I try. Later, with 
Emmanuelle, I try to go on Facebook but it's always pornographic sites that open up. 
Emmanuelle and I are in my kitchen on Napoléon Street, doing some cleaning. Emmanuelle 
and I talk about drawing symbols on the walls and windows to keep the demons out — like in 
the Supernatural series. Later I'm with her, outside, trying to download Florence's film from a 
DVD machine next to a car park — but I have to plug something in my car into it, and the wire 
is too short, which infuriates me. 


I've moved into a new flat — there's a false ceiling that's leaking badly, because it's raining 
non-stop outside; as the hours go by, I see more and more drops falling in the living room, 
until the ceiling is letting almost everything through; I'm horribly distressed by this water 
damage that I can't stop —I rush to Emmanuelle's house, who has hung up on me for some 
reason I've forgotten; she's supposed to live a few minutes' walk away but I see her coming 
out of a building as soon as I'm in the street. I rush to her knees, in tears. 


* 


Laurence arrives at my house in the middle of the night, or extremely early in the morning, I 
don't know why. Emmanuelle, who was sleeping with me, finally gets up and comes into the 
living room where I am with Laurence; I am devastated by the situation, but Laurence makes 
no particular comment; neither does Emmanuelle. Later Laurence leaves again, by 
hitchhiking, or by some such crafty means. I myself have to leave, I don't know where, with 
Emmanuelle. We go to a flat somewhere in the city, on a sloping street, like the one that goes 
down from my middle school to Avenue de la Blies; but more urban. 


My parents go on a trip or wherever, leaving me alone with my cousin Ophelia. Although I 
feel repulsed by such ideas, I look for a way to seduce her when we are alone. 


* 


I am with Pierre and Emmanuelle. In a street that resembles the main street, but more 
imposing, more uneven, and full of people. We have to find a building and enter it for some 
purpose I have forgotten. Finally we find it - Emmanuelle tells me it's the one she lives in but 
apparently I've never been there — and arrive in a stairwell with yellowish, nocturnal lighting. 
The flat we end up in is a kind of circular, sloping walkway, where old objects are on 
display — crockery, old utensils, etc. 


* 


I go down some stairs in the underground galleries. I end up in a sort of hall with a sloping 
floor. At the bottom of the slope, there is water, it's a kind of swimming pool. People are 
bathing, or lying on the ground, having a good time. The atmosphere is nevertheless 
disturbing. 


* 


I'm walking on the Pont de l'Europe and the weather is grey, strange. I hear, very loudly, and 
coming from who knows where, percussive, metallic sounds — someone playing a rhythm, 
tribal and slow. Then I arrive at a building at the end of the bridge. The entrance hall is very 
big, very high-ceilinged. I meet an old man to whom I talk about my move. 


* 
I'm with my parents (a bit out of the way), in Brittany, or some such landscape. We are on 


holiday, no doubt. There is a hole in the ground, right in the earth, from which music is 
coming out — a piece by Yann Tiersen. It stirs up so many things in me that I burst into tears. 


I move in with Laurence. I feel something strong, but difficult to put into words, at the idea of 
returning home. It's like coming full circle. We're going to live in an old bourgeois house with 
a park, gates, trees, etc. Once inside — it's really old — we're going to have to move in. Once 
inside — it's really old and messy — I realise that it's once again the S.E.S.A. house, but for the 
first time I only feel a vague suspicion, not the usual panic fear, the usual horror. I say to 
myself that I will have to be careful but that maybe, after all, it is possible to live there. 


* 


I am with Florence, we are flirting. She has a strange grin on her face, an excessive and 
disturbing attitude. We kiss and suddenly she vomits on herself, it's yellow, thick, horrible — I 
push her away, horrified, morally even more than physically, and she laughs as if she doesn't 
see anything wrong with it, or that, on the contrary, she's laughing at my disgust. 


* 


I hold a little girl (from my family, or maybe a friend's child) by the hand, to take her to see 
something in a building — an exhibition, or an event of some kind. The rest of the family or 
friends are not far away. In the building there is a stairwell. We look up to the upper floors: it 
seems to go up so high that the floors are endless. 


* 


I am in a wide, touristy street, with a medieval atmosphere and architecture, like in Sarlat. I 
see a creature coming: hermaphrodite, completely naked, and without arms. She speaks with 
a small, sour voice and seems simple-minded, or deranged. People start to push her around, 
chase her, hit her. In a few seconds the whole crowd becomes hysterical; the little thing, the 
little man, starts to run, pursued by everyone. I am horrified and feel powerless to help him; 
when I finally see him again, he is struggling with an Asian woman (a tourist?) — I rush at her 
to free the little man, and smash the girl's face on the ground, violently. I want to destroy her 
face, kill her. I drag her face in dog shit — very yellow, very sticky. I want to degrade her as 
much as I can — knowing that I am degrading myself in the process. 


* 


I am in a place that is supposed to be my home, with Emmanuelle. I tell her I have to go to 
the toilet, and I come out into a kind of garden/backyard, where there is a separate toilet — a 
small, low, long pavilion, like a public toilet or the highschool’s toilet. It's dark there. I pee 
standing up and notice that the toilet bowl is dirty, with dried yellow stains. This disturbs me 
and makes me anxious — but then I see a bottle of Sanytol sitting nearby. The idea that I can 
clean it up, sanitise it, gives me great relief. 


* 
I'm supposed to go to Peter's house, to his student accommodation on a campus. Or am I the 


student? I pass through labyrinthine, endless corridors, staircases, halls; everywhere, student 
accommodation, students wandering around or watching TV in a group in a corridor, etc. — an 


ant-hill atmosphere. Later I visit other places, unstructured, half-destroyed and/or abandoned 
buildings, with staircases and open-air passages between floors; but everything seems 
normal. There is a flat I visit in there; mine, or Pierre's. 


* 


I go to David’s house; or at least to his parents' house, where I used to go as a child. He's 
upstairs and I hear some kind of minimal techno loop, absolutely incredible. I ask him what it 
is and he tells me it's just a noise from his hi-fi system. Then I explore his house and I don't 
recognise anything, the walls of all the rooms are painted in bright, saturated colours, which 
reproduce in very large format paintings from modern art — Mondrian, Vlassinck, etc. 


* 


I'm in an abandoned house, which also looks like a kind of factory, or an old S.E.S.A. house 
building. It is dark and the colours are cold. It is possible that we have friends or allies 
elsewhere in the building. I don't know why we are here anymore, but she asks me to follow 
her, and we go up a narrow Staircase to a floor, I think to myself that I didn't know this part of 
the building yet. There she points to some kind of translucent deposit on the windows or 
whatever it is. I have to collect it, for some reason I have forgotten. The material seems to 
frighten the girl, or disgust her, so that she needs me. I do it. Then we leave the building, 
through a different door than the one we came through. Does Florence come in here to do 
something? Is she coming to talk to me, in a small room? I emerge into a small street, it's 
evening, streetlights illuminate the houses, the gardens, the bushes... Old, comfortable, cosy, 
welcoming houses, bathed in a reassuring light; a small, secluded street that makes you want 
to live there, to take refuge there. But the girl makes me walk a few metres and I discover that 
it is only a street perpendicular to the Foch Street — I had already seen it a thousand times, but 
not from that angle, and that's why I didn't recognize it. 


* 


I'm at the bottom of a swimming pool, with someone, maybe Emmanuelle. At the same time, 
it's the sea — or maybe it's a pool that communicates directly with the sea, through a kind of 
airlock, an opening you have to squeeze through. I have photo albums at the bottom of the 
water, on the floor — they contain photos that I had forgotten, left aside. There's also a bag of 
hard drives. I want to bring them up, but I hesitate: even bringing them up may be dangerous 
for the photos and data (although they don't seem to suffer from being at the bottom of the 
water). I don't know if I end up trying or not, but I end up leaving the kind of pool, at least 
through a narrow opening that leads to another pool. It is dark and the water is opaque as if 
we were in the sea. I finally get out of the water, and walk through clean, lighted corridors, 
like the technical rooms of a municipal swimming pool. 


* 


I read or hear a very ironic and biting speech, about faith, or about something ideological that 
I hold dear. An unimpeachable intellectual takedown. I gradually realise that it is myself who 
is making this speech. 


* 


I'm on a train, old, dilapidated. There are people I know, my family, maybe. We stop, and a 
kind of battle starts with gypsies or a very poor and aggressive population. Like others, I got 
out of the train, and I climb a roof (which reminds me of old Lucien's, on the square, in 
Neunkirch) to shoot — because I have a gun — when I find myself with a knife at my throat, or 
at least threatened directly by a gypsy, who can kill me if I don't lower my weapon. I don't 
know how I manage, but then we run up a street and into a shop, through a small 
opening — the shop is supposed to the music shop in Paix Street. We barricade ourselves 
there. Outside there is panic. 


* 


I'm at home, or what's supposed to be —a room, dimly lit, like a rainy day. I'm listening to 
Filosofem on an old cassette recorder, similar to the one I had as a child — bigger, clunkier, 
and even more primitive. The music is quite different from the real Filosofem but very 
ambient, soaring, psychedelic, and I find a lot of forgotten emotions while listening to it. 


* 


I'm in a room or some such private place, maybe with a bed, and on the floor or somewhere 
there is what is supposed to be a novel by Houellebecq, the title of which includes the notion 
of Down's syndrome. I visualise a scene, supposed to be in the book, and at the same time 
something like a commentary on this scene — which I don't remember but which seemed 
warm, like a meeting between people who like each other, at one of their homes, maybe at 
Christmas; I also have Isabelle's (from Strasbourg) face in my head. There was something 
moving about that scene because you understood that these people were going to leave each 
other, were perhaps saying goodbye at that very moment, that one or more of them were 
going to walk out the door and take the train, that there was something definitive and 
irremediable like death in there —but that what reigned despite everything, at that very 
moment, was love and a kind of joy. 


* 


I am undergoing military training in abandoned buildings, semi-playful, semi-serious, with a 
group of others. It's all about running away from a bomb. On the way out we find ourselves 
in old districts, which remind me of Welferding. 


* 


I fill up at a petrol station, at an indeterminate, rainy, dark hour. Then I cross a bridge, or at 
least go to Germany, to a kind of gloomy bistro/supérette, to buy cigarettes. My father is there 
too. 


* 


I come back, at night, to the house where I lived as a teenager, in Saint-Denis Street. Did I go 
through a big wooden door before that, under an arch, like a city entrance or a fortified 
district? I visit the cellar and the living room, but there is movement in the house, and I flee. 


* 


In a context of war or forced displacement, I find Emmanuelle, in a building or a flat — but 
she has a veil over her hair, and is shy and self-effacing like a Middle Eastern refugee. A sort 
of double of herself is also present, in reverse excess, caricaturally vulgar, with blonde hair, 
overdone, hilarious, self-satisfied, and I think I prefer the new, more humble version. 


* 


Sébastien, from the library, tells me about a freeware that allows to generate music, 
procedurally. It is only available on an old personal site, in basic HTML. The owner of the 
site proposes to download some examples of soundscapes created with the software, evoking 
the sounds of Morrowind. 


Beatrice is here again — resurrected, or simply back from a trip or a long illness. I am moved 
and do not know how to behave, there is an uneasiness, a distance between us. I try to kiss 
her on the mouth, but she refuses, and says something like "I'd rather not", with a sad and 
embarrassed smile. Later we go for a walk, or at least somewhere, maybe with other people. I 
can't take it anymore and take her against me, or fall at her feet, and say "I love you so much" 
and then simply "I love you"; she seems upset, and agrees to see me in private, a little later; 
but various circumstances separate us, and for hours afterwards I wait for her call, which does 
not come. 


A dark, video-game cave; dead characters on the ground, from whom I take their equipment. 
Then I see someone coming, an older woman with short, white hair. She has blood on her 
hands, and I don't know why I'm playing dumb with myself, even though I know I'm doing it; 
I'm mentally blaming someone else for the blood all over the room, even though I know very 
well that this woman did it. She finally turns to me, we look at each other, and I can no longer 
pretend not to see her bloody hands. She moves towards me, without speaking, with a fixed, 
evil look, to touch me, to hurt me; I recoil and groan with fear, with mortal terror; this woman 
is evil in person, facing me and no longer letting me ignore her. 


* 


I am with Emmanuelle, at nightfall, in a car park or on some kind of wasteland; we are on our 
way to a concert or a party, or maybe I am just thinking about it (Nirvana?). Later I speak to 
Dr Grave, either in person or by phone, or both; he is embarrassed and tells me that the 
allergy treatment I've been on for years has just revealed deadly side effects; cancers or other 
diseases caused by it. The threat seems very distant, very abstract, and yet I understand that I 
am supposed to expect to die, at some vague, indeterminate, but near term. 


* 
By bike, I get lost on the road leaving Nancy, find myself in a village. 
Later I'm on a beach, there are military installations disguised as playgrounds, which I see as 


if from the sky: antennas disguised as large round tables, etc. There are zoo animals in the 
library (which looks more like a classroom) in a glass cage. 


There are Zoo animals, in the library (which looks more like a classroom) in a glass cage. 


I go to the library despite my time off, early in the morning, with croissants. It's dark, the 
entrance is closed by a digicode and made of narrow corridors, which go down. I bump into 
Sébastien. 


Mélissa makes a declaration to me. We kiss languidly. 


Virginie announces her departure from the library or the chess club, in a letter left 
behind — the place looks like a classroom, perhaps; wide spaces, large windows that let you 
see a large courtyard. 


* 


I'm at home (probably at my parents') and I'm leafing through a binder with old and slightly 
damp pages, in which I want to start writing again, like when I was a teenager. I realise after a 
while that it contains, in addition to blank sheets, plastic sleeves containing pages already 
written; notes for role-playing games from secondary school, drawings, drafts of Tarot cards I 
had invented for my game La Ville —in particular a card showing a miserable and sordid 
neighbourhood setting, where children's faces, street children, in a more dangerous, darker 
way, are displayed in the sky. 


* 


Many other dreams where in shops (a souvenir shop in a place like Mont Saint-Michel) or at 
home, I find binders, notebooks, written notes, ancestral, forgotten, and the emotion 
overwhelms me at the same time as a great intellectual excitement to find this lost material, 
exploitable. 


* 


A shitty dream, literally. I'm in the toilet, I defecate, and later someone rings the doorbell. My 
father tells me to open up; this is a public place, commercial, tourist, hotel, maybe. But I'm 
not finished — even though I'm standing next to the front door — so I get angry. He himself is 
in the toilet and gets up to open it; I look at our toilet, which consists of three cubicles and a 
mini-bathroom; there is shit everywhere, turds on the floor, on the bowls, etc. I feel tired. I 
feel weary because I'll have to clean it all up, but I don't feel any particular disgust; I know 
that there are gloves and products of all kinds to clean, disinfect and purify it all. Two ladies 
are there, tourists wanting to stay with us, I advise them to go for a walk while I clean. I have 
a very professional smile, a reassuring tone. 


* 


I restore paintings, or do something to do with paintings. I'm alone in a house, a bit 
old-fashioned, and I feel quite bad, muddy, exhausted. I go outside, and there is a garden at 
the back of the house, enclosed by a white gate, quite elaborate, and beautiful, although it is a 
bit rusty and tired like old garden equipment. There are two girls in the garden, quite far 
away; I call out to them, wave; perhaps I know one of them. I think one of them is a nun; 
young, pale, with glasses, looking austere. I am already ready to fall on my knees before her 


and pray together. But in fact, neither of them is a nun. We chat a bit, and I see through the 
gate, behind them, other gardens, other houses, another whole neighbourhood, which I don't 
think I know, but which attracts me, and immediately inspires me with a very powerful 
homesickness. 


I enter Xavier's house, thinking it is empty, for some reason I have forgotten — perhaps just to 
see him. I find his father asleep in an armchair, in an almost empty room; I try not to make 
any noise, but he wakes up and asks me, indignant but not unsettled, what I'm doing there; I 
explain that I want to see Xavier, and he yells at me, saying he has no reason to put me in 
touch with him — Xavier has, in fact, explicitly asked him to keep me away. Then he and his 
brother arrive, coming back from school or work. They go on with their daily lives, and we 
don't exchange a word; I feel helpless, out of place, unable to leave. We have a snack with 
their grandmother, sitting at the table in the living room. I leave; I visualise the roundabout at 
the entrance to my town, the road leading to the LIDL; Marvin Gaye's What's going on is 
superimposed on this scene, and I feel sad, ready to cry. 


* 


I am a schoolboy, with others, and we are accompanied by our teacher — an elderly woman, 
who doesn't look much. But she is the one who has the power to transform an old, 
abandoned, gloomy building — we are in what seems to be a deserted, dilapidated town — into 
a brand new school. We also walk on the fringes of the city, on hills, in fields. 


In the streets of this city, I think of a game, an interactive fiction, where in order to survive, 
the hero would have to imagine, invent, summon imaginary characters, ghosts, as alive as 
possible, as complete as possible, and sacrifice them. 


Then there is a kind of bombing alert — no siren, and still no one in the streets, but we know 
that the situation is serious, urgent. I'm with other people and we're running towards accesses 
to underground passages, shelters. We go down the stairs, four by four, and I find myself 
alone, sliding down a kind of slide, then at the bottom of a tank, white and empty. I realise 
that I have made a mistake, I should not have dived into the slide, which is in fact a 
pipe — and the tank, a septic tank, empty for the moment, and perfectly clean; immaculate 
earthenware. I climb back up, as best I can, and find the shelters themselves. They are metal 
lockers, like in a changing room. They're tiny and you're supposed to fit in them. 


* 


I am on a bus with my colleagues, including Virginie. We're going somewhere, some kind of 
excursion. I go to Virginia to talk to her, and she has a strange smile, both seductive and evil. 
She takes my fingers in her mouth and sucks on them; I'm unsettled, shocked, go back to my 
seat. I protest, very embarrassed, trying to save what remains of the secret between us, which 
she obviously wants to reveal; I end up exploding, yelling at her to leave me alone. 


* 


I'm with Emmanuelle in a public place, a kind of bar or boarding house lounge, but we are 
alone; it's night, it's dark. Emmanuelle has a fit of jealousy after finding a note in my jeans; a 


piece of paper with a phone number and an appointment time; it's actually an appointment at 
a physiotherapist's, for my sister, and I explain it to her, a bit annoyed and overwhelmed by 
the absurdity of the situation. 


We walk outside, it's still night, and I see a road accident, a small motorbike hitting a truck or 
an ambulance; something big. The impact is violent and the driver's body dislocated, but I 
walk on, sensing some vague danger or something that bothers me; once I get to my house (a 
flat not far away, on the ground floor) I feel that the accident victim will come knocking. And 
that's what happens. It knocks insistently, in a threatening way, and finally the door is broken 
down; it's burglars who enter, both gloating and evil, Emmanuelle and I are terrified, 
disarmed. I am almost certain that Emmanuelle is going to be raped, and a part of me feels a 
mixture of excitement and disgust. 


I go for a walk with my mother. We pass under a bridge, the grass is a bit high, and it's dark; 
then we walk by the water and it's night. We are closer than usual, maybe she is holding my 
arm or something. We are alone but there are noises in the distance. A party? Fighting? 


* 


I am in Nancy. It's night time; I live in a building at the top of the Stanislas Street, near the 
triumphal arch, near the station. I am with someone, probably a woman. Someone rings, 
which I know is a neighbour; for some forgotten reason, I am afraid, although I know that 
this fear is irrational. 


* 


I walk at night through dark, unfamiliar streets in what is supposed to be Nancy — around the 
pool and the IUT. I am aware of being lost, but close to the places I am looking for. I walk 
along the backs of buildings in a sort of alley with small gardens. It's very dark and a man of 
a certain age approaches me; his voice is strange, as if doubled, in two tones, which give 
something of anguish, even of evil when he speaks to me. However, he is cordial and offers 
to show me the way. I follow him, and arrive on a wide street, like the one where the Ecole de 
Nancy museum is located. I arrive in a large space that looks like a station concourse; people 
are talking to me there, young people, perhaps. I don't know what I'm looking for, or who. In 
the distance, in the dark sky, I see a church, high up, as if on a hillock; it is very brightly lit 
and seems an unreal, ideal apparition. 


* 


There is a hostage situation. I'm in small, decrepit streets, like those of an old village, and I'm 
talking on the phone to someone, perhaps even someone who is among the hostages. Then I 
am a hostage myself, or in charge of delivering them. In any case, I am in a dark room, which 
contains boxes or box-like machines — which themselves contain very highly radioactive 
material; there are levers or mechanisms of some kind to be operated to defuse this, but I fail, 
and noises are heard (a siren, or electronic beeps) which let me know that the boxes have 
released their deadly radiation. 


* 


I am with my family and we take a picture of ourselves on the side of a road. Below us, we 
see a strange city, with surreal, unstructured architecture. 


* 


I walk through the streets (in Nancy ? up Stanislas Street ?) with Emmanuelle and maybe 
Pierre. It's night or at least it's dark. We enter a kind of covered passage, narrow, with one or 
more shops—tobacco, newspapers... Laurence is there. She's friendly, we chat— I'm 
embarrassed because Emmanuelle is there, and I don't want Laurence to see her and/or 
understand that she's my new girlfriend, even though she might already be. 


* 


I'm in some kind of communal shower, perhaps in a hotel, or on a campus. White walls, 
immaculate, and few people, if any. I have a travel bag with me, and I decide to shower again 
(I already did it at home, the same morning), for the pleasure of it, since it's free. I enter one 
of the collective showers and Lydie is there, smiling at me, without any modesty or 
provocation; completely naked under the shower. I more or less pass by, but come back to her 
a little later, try to drag her into a private cabin to flirt with her; but (always with a smile) she 
lets me into the cabin, then closes the door, to make it clear that it's a no go. I come back to 
her and put my arms around her. She lets me do it, without more, still smiling, but says 
something ironic, hard, about my erection — she speaks crudely about my "cock". 


* 


I'm travelling in a bus, with other people, probably family too. We have to stop and take 
refuge urgently; a storm is coming, bringing with it sand or other substances that saturate the 
air and are toxic, dangerous. We walk through underground passages, long corridors, 
stairways. There is a nun. I also see my mother. 


Before or after that: I am in a public toilet, there are several rows of toilets, closed cubicles; 
but they are made of glass or plexiglass, and therefore totally transparent. I wonder who 
designed this. 


Before or after that: a mad dash, with someone, to get to a shelter closed by a heavy metal 
door in time. An imminent nuclear attack? 


I am with Virginia and others. The library is only a small space in a ruined part of a 
building — a big red brick building. We'd like to enlarge it by breaking down a wall. 


* 


I have a secret office, as part of my work, with a PC, a telephone. My father discovers a FN 
leaflet there, reprimands me; duty of reserve, etc. There is mention of Benoit but I don't know 
why. Where do I meet him? We go up the main street. 


* 


I'm at CORA and I look through the notebooks, notebooks, directories, etc. I notice that in 
one of them I have a notebook with a gun in it. I notice that in one of them I've already 
written — I recognise my own handwriting in amazement. Then I realise that I have forgotten, 
in the middle of the notebooks on sale, and for a very long time (it's a miracle they are still 
there), a large number of notebooks, loose sheets, notes, photos, etc. I try to take everything 
in hand, but I don't know what to do. I try to take them all home and reread them — I realise as 
I go through them that I've forgotten most of what I've written. But the sheets are flying 
around, threatening to fall out, etc. I look for a binder, thick, with a lot of paper. I look for a 
thick, sturdy binder to store everything safely. 


* 


I enter the classroom — it looks like the IUT. It's relatively dark. It's the beginning of the year, 
and I see Melanie from the back, Nathalie, and other people I know from the IUT or the 
lycée — some of them from the JBD, but I don't go to them. They give us a paper where we 
have to write our name and our situation; out of all of them, I am the only one to write 
"holder" in the corresponding box, and I feel a kind of absurdity, a discrepancy; I don't belong 
among these students, and I have no reason to follow a library training again. I talk about it to 
Nathalie and another girl, and this feeling of absurdity, mixed with shame, grows even more. 


* 


I think of (and visualise) a rather old building with a small studio on the top floor — perhaps 
in a second building, after an inner courtyard or garden. A small, cosy studio with a bed and a 
stove, which I think of as a refuge. Either I'm used to hiding there from time to time, or it's an 
urge I have. I'm thinking of writing a story about this place. The short story and/or the place 
are called, in my mind, La Vigie. I think about the structure of the text, about what I would 
like to put in it, I make a mental note of certain turns of phrase that come to me. I tell myself 
that I should prepare a literary text in the same way as its code in Inform 7 — with tables, 
notes, etc. 


* 


I'm with Najehr in the middle of the street (near the station?), and we're naked, lying on the 
ground. She caresses my sex, starts to masturbate it lightly. I am both excited and 
embarrassed. Now it's Emmanuelle, and we enter a house (ours, or a place we already know) 
to make love; we cross a small garden to enter a second building, where there is a bed. At the 
same time, it's the outside, as over a small stone wall we see Mouss, who is talking to us; I 
see fresh graves behind him, and he explains that they are those of his parents. 


* 


I'm on holiday with Emmanuelle, I don't know in which city. There's an abandoned building 
that she and I are talking about. I'm going to explore it. It's haunted, or dangerous in some 
way. The idea of going there is frightening. But I go in, at night. It looks like a cross between 
a fairly posh apartment building and a single-family home, for the intimate feel of it, as if 
only one family lives or has lived here. It looks abandoned but there's still a lot of furniture 
and stuff. I think of vampires, I wonder if it's a lair. But most of all I think about all the stuff 
I'll be able to get here and sell to earn some money. I end up looking for a place to stay — as 
squatting in the evil building is out of the question. I walk through small, slightly 


old-fashioned, steep residential streets and end up in front of a huge house —almost a 
building in itself— which also looks abandoned. There is a huge wooden trap door on the 
floor in front of the house, which I try to open to look for something (I can't remember what). 
That's when the shutters of the house open; I already expect to be scolded, chased away. But I 
am let in, and I walk up a flight of stairs with a middle-aged woman, attractive if a little 
austere —or rather, warm but with a certain distance. I stammeringly explain that I am 
looking for accommodation for one month only. This does not seem to interest the woman 
and her husband — at least the man in the room we are in. I explain that I am afraid of the evil 
building, I start to sob. The man says to me, "Fear has never stopped you from acting out. 
You have to resurrect". 


I am in Nancy. I enter the building where I used to live (and still live, apparently) on Guerrier 
de Dumast Street. The mailboxes are not directly on the right at the entrance, but on the first 
landing. There are a lot more of them, too. I meet a neighbour I know, strange, irascible. 
Once home, I see that the food I've kept for years, where I've been away, is well preserved. 
But there's a big bunch of maggots, disgusting, which I put in the bin, giving up eating them; 
apparently I'd grown them to fry them, or something. 


* 


I'm walking down a staircase, probably at the university or someplace like that. The stairwell 
itself is huge, and the stairs, which run along all four walls, are narrow. The walls are bare. 
There are no decorations or doors, it's like being in a rectangular silo. At one point, in the 
middle of a "floor", the steps stop, giving onto the void. This vision alone makes me dizzy 
and fills me with moral as well as physical anguish. With difficulty, in slow motion, I turn 
back, only to find that behind me, the staircase has changed; it is even narrower and seems to 
have collapsed, even melted, forming at times a simple platform of mixed metal and stone, on 
which I have to crawl to get back up. 


* 


Professional premises (a factory, or offices, I don't know what) where I work (?) with others. 
The floor is littered with corpses; I am one of the killers. Our motives escape me. Some 
employees, cleaning ladies perhaps, pass by, pretending not to see the dead; I understand, or 
it is explained to me, that it is in the hope of not being among the next victims. 


* 


A story about Christ that brings tears to my eyes — like a story I'm told or a movie that's 
playing, more than a dream in which I'm an actor. There are passages in the Bible where he 
raises several dead babies at the same time with a single word or gesture. This power is 
terrible, overwhelming. 


* 
I'm in the "mess" at my parents' house, as it was when it still existed. I write on a sheet of 


paper or in a notebook the names of places linked to the Champ du Feu, and in general, 
memories linked to the chalet, to skiing, to my childhood; reassuring memories, in a 


regressive desire to create a mental sanctuary, a refuge. My father arrives home, pale, 
stammering; I understand that something serious has happened. I start to panic myself, I tell 
him "Spit it out" and he tells me that my mother has died, in a car accident. I fall to my knees 
in horror, unable to believe it and yet knowing it's true. I am terrified, wondering what will 
happen to her in the afterlife. 


* 


I drive through the countryside to a town. Then I'm in a shopping centre like Centre 
Saint-Jacques, or a train station. I have Love gets stronger in mind, and feel like crying. Then 
I find or have to find Pierre. A journey by bus, then by train. I think of the game 
S.T.A.L.K.E.R, an adventure mode. I talk to two women. Then it's about Brussels. 


* 


I'm in the Champ du Feu or something like it. Where the Aurora chalet might be, or even 
lower — but in the dream it's less steep — there's a road with houses. Rural but warm, nothing 
distressing or disturbing. At times, on the contrary, it is a wild, mossy, wet, even swampy, and 
dangerous forest. I walk back and forth to the VTS chalet several times and have to go around 
packs of wolves and other animals. I go very fast, I run, maybe even fly, in a way. 


* 


I get on a bus, to a forgotten destination. After a few minutes, I realise that I don't have a 
ticket; I ask the driver to stop at the next station, so that I can regularise my situation. He 
agrees, and when I get off, I realise that we are already in Metz; but the station is dark, old, 
filthy, and nowhere do I find an automatic ticket machine, nor any ticket office. I get angry, 
because the bus is only waiting for me, and walk with long strides in corridors, halls, 
shopping malls, looking for a terminal. I end up in a bistro, as gloomy as everything else, and 
through a doorway into a narrow corridor with bare walls. Some doors lead to toilets, others 
to tiny, empty rooms, but I understand that they are dwellings. I want to go out again, but all 
the doors lead to toilets or empty rooms, I turn in circles, the exit to the bistro has 
disappeared. 


* 


I walk in the streets, or I simply follow a gaze in front of which scroll images of streets, 
sparsely populated. I hear a song, in French, stripped down, beautiful, and sad to cry. Its 
lyrics express with an almost frightening clarity and simplicity what seems to me the very 
truth of my life. 


* 


I walk through my parents' neighbourhood — or I drive through it, but the tracking is very 
slow — with my father. It's winter and I notice for the first time a number of houses, very 
beautiful, which I plan to take pictures of later. 


I plan to go for a walk until dusk, to enjoy the streets, the people, the inner peace, to have a 
good bitter beer for the aperitif; to feel at home and as if on holiday, with time on my hands, a 
happy solitude. 


Laurence, naked, not at all embarrassed. We are outside. I don't know what we are talking 
about. She stretches out, extends herself, perhaps to see something in the distance; are we at 
the water's edge? Her body is beautiful, athletic, like when I knew her. I try to be quiet but 
tell her that it disturbs me to have her body under my nose. Then we walk, or I walk alone, in 
Saint-Mihiel or something like it, the light is twilight, I walk along bungalows, holiday 
houses and a multitude of small pools, outside, plastic, stone, of varying sizes, but 
innumerable; they are filled with icy water, for bathing, as if it were a local tradition. 


* 


I dream that I wake up relieved, emptied, and disturbed at the same time after having cried 
my eyes out in a dream. 


* 


A cop questions me, based on my research and practice on the Internet; he taunts me, I deny 
everything and send him packing politely, but deep down I'm worried, not knowing what he 
has on me, and wanting to bluff. 


* 


I'm in Nancy, near the station, on a sort of crowded shopping square; there's an empty box 
that I'm made to open, I don't know why, but it's following an attack, and I know that I'm now 
contaminated; the evil is invisible but very real. Panic, running in the streets... 


* 


I go to David S.'s house and it's night; I walk down a small street with red brick buildings. 
Someone is sleeping in a small alley or side street, under the stars, in a bed stuck to a 
building. It seems normal. The impression is one of security, of peace. 


* 


I correspond with a dangerous, evil man — someone involved perhaps in the industrial scene 
or some such sordid underground, and who is very fond of very young girls. To curry his 
favour or respect, in one letter I give him the name and address of a girl (probably Pauline, 
the daughter of a friend of Beatrice's) who I know will be hurt by him. I end up regretting it 
but realise it's too late; the letter is gone and he can do what he wants. I realise the 
seriousness of what I have done, of what I have allowed, and my levity in giving in to evil, 
which horrifies me. 


* 


I am in the S.E.S.A. house once again, it is very dark, and I am with others. We walk through 
rooms, wide halls with stairs, the whole thing reminds me of my middle school. I speak in 
voice-over as if I were commenting on a video for someone, and I say that I remember, 
basically, extremely little of the contents of the real house (and in my dream the layout and 


decor of the "real house", which I manage to remember in bits and pieces, has nothing to do 
with the real mansion that faced the middle school). In fact, most of the rooms we walk 
through are almost empty of furniture or belongings, as if I couldn't "materialize" them. 
Everything is very clean, it doesn't look like the house has been abandoned for years. We 
atrive in a small room where there is a ladder, or a small staircase, leading to a door in the 
wall, high up, like an attic entrance. Some people want to go in, and do. I am terrified as I 
remember that we had already entered this final room, and that "something" horrible was 
waiting for us there, but I don't know what (an evil woman? A spirit? A witch?) — I run down 
the stairs to escape but arrive in a hall, on the ground floor, extremely dark and where the 
only light is the one you can guess through the windows of the front doors; they are closed 
with grills, I am trapped. But the space is no longer really coherent: as I walk along the doors 
I find myself outside, in the courtyard of the house, which is very mineral, with groves, a 
high entrance gate, which looks like a "castle", and low walls that I climb over without 
difficulty to get out. I see Adel K. outside, I don't know if he was waiting for me or not, we 
exchange a nod. 


Before or after this episode, I talk about the S.E.S.A. house with several people, including Mr 
Zingraff. I also talk to two girls (pale, black coats) who tell me to avoid certain streets, the 
existence of which I had entirely forgotten — and in particular because of a monument, a kind 
of statue or mausoleum made by a man for a woman he loved, and which I half understand is 
haunted, or exerts some kind of evil influence. 


* 


Christian is back, or at least he is back in my life. I am trying to find a legal way to get him 
away or back into custody, or have passed up a chance to do so. He ironically explains to me 
(in the garden at my parents' house, near the cellar door) that I can't do anything about him. 
Other people talk to me about it, I don't know if they encourage me to continue the fight or to 
give up. 


* 


As a kind of time traveller, I go around the courtyard of the highschool (which looks very 
different from the real one), in my past, with a camcorder to film people in order to get as 
many screenshots as possible. 


* 


I'm in a building, of which I'm one of the inhabitants; dark, old, sinister; I'm talking to 
someone in the stairwell, probably a woman, perhaps unpleasant or surly. One of us is talking 
about the building being haunted, or evil in some way. I go to the toilet (public, on the 
landing); there is a child, inside, lying on the floor, sick or bewitched; I realise that the 
building has woken up, that it is attacking. The space changes, the toilet bowl disappears; I 
urinate on the kid. 


** 
I'm on the toilet in a flat, listening, very loudly, to a piece of House music. Julia B. comes in, 


hilarious at my taste in music. We are both naked, or get naked pretty quickly anyway; I try to 
flirt with her and she is not shy. I have my face level with her waxed sex (in a bathroom, 


perhaps). I begin to caress her, to lick her. She spreads her lips with her hands. Her sex takes 
on enormous proportions, my whole field of vision is occupied by her disproportionately 
open vagina, as wide as my face; I see everything, with repulsive precision, brownish flesh, 
pulsating with swollen veins, and whitish things swarming, animated with a life of their own 
like worms, but part of her, of her conformation. 


* 


Some kind of classroom or something, with some very "boy scout" kids — especially a rather 
mannered kid with a little bossy manner. Some awkward smooching between them — several 
girls and boys — and me getting up close and personal, in every sense of the word as we're 
very tightly packed. I'm thinking of trying to kiss a very young teenage girl who is slowly 
being persuaded. She seems to be in love with someone, and I see as if in superimposition a 
love text message that has just been sent to her; except that it is signed God, and I understand 
that this girl is going to die, in the next few seconds. Then I feel myself being lifted into the 
air, carried away, and I understand that I too am dead — I remember obscurely that I knew in 
advance that several people were going to die today — and I realise, seeing myself as if from 
the outside, held by two angels, that I am going to Hell. It's visible on me, by a kind of light 
on my belly or my torso, and which figures flames, as if I were marked, designated. There is 
nothing more to do, nothing to fix, explain or negotiate, it's too late. I scream. 


* 


A holiday camp type facility (or socio-cultural centre). One or more evil adults. One of the 
few scenes I remember: a woman tying a little girl to something, a table or a piece of 
furniture like that, to immobilise her; the little girl thinks she's going to be killed, but the 
woman reveals that she's going to merge with her, she's going to take her body; the process 
has an implicit, disturbing sexual aspect. Then, a peaceful evening, the little girl and the 
woman at a table, and the table next to them, a family having dinner or playing a board game. 
Dimmed lights, calm, comfort — but the evil is present, hidden, insidious. Then a bus or a car 
drives along the building, in daylight, trying to spot people coming out; young boys are shot. 


* 


I'm in a high school or a shopping centre. Lots of people, corridors, bay windows... I pass 
Valerie and her husband; I shake his hand, but Valerie looks at me with a mixture of hatred, 
fear and horror, as if I were an absolute monster, guilty of a terrible crime. 


Later, there is panic in the same place, because we see an alligator, obviously escaped from 
the zoo, prowling outside. I am with Emmanuelle and urge her to take cover with me, but she 
sends me away, wanting to do otherwise, or go another way, and finds herself stuck outside. I 
may come across a teenage girl, black, who is also trying to survive. 


* 


I am with Emmanuelle in a bar or restaurant, a public place in any case, quite dark; it must be 
night. I become aware, or see something, which makes me understand that we are in extreme 
and imminent danger: the owner of the place is someone evil, maybe even supernatural, and 
we must flee as quickly as possible. Once outside, I'm in tears, I can hardly speak, I mention 
my fear of dying, and perhaps mention the fact of having a child. Emmanuelle listens to me 


and then bursts out laughing, irrepressibly, as if my terror, my weakness, made me so 
ridiculous. 


* 


I record on a tape, directly with an old tape recorder with an internal microphone. The sound 
will be terrible but that's what I want; a return to my primitive recording conditions of 
adolescence. The instrument I'm using is some kind of strange, primitive stringed instrument. 
I intend to improvise with it, for a long time, without looking further. 


* 


I rummage through some old papers and discover the more or less cobbled-together model (as 
with Xavier when we were in high school) of a demo cover I'd completely forgotten existed. 
A sort of dark ritual revival, which I remembered as I had recorded it using samples from the 
band Aghast. I also discover notes, sketches, on sheets of paper, in blue ink pen, for my 
games, my imaginary worlds. 


* 


I visit streets in a village, with old and dilapidated houses — like in Saint-Mihiel — that I want 
to take pictures of with my mobile phone; but I don't have it with me and I have to use my 
Canon, which I have around my neck. I want to take a picture of a door, which leads to the 
inside of a building, and to some stairs, but the camera takes a long time to go off. A man, 
black, perhaps, and who may be a military man, part of a group visiting this place, then 
reproaches me for having photographed him; I try to explain to him my technical worries. We 
arrive upstairs, where I meet up with a number of 'comrades', as if it were a class trip. 
Amongst other things, a plastic guitar is on display here, with pads on its body, and it is in 
fact a synthesizer. The buttons allow you to select sounds, apply effects, etc; I understand this 
without actually manipulating the object. I test some sounds, quite pleasant, old PCM sounds 
that sound good. 


* 


I'm in an indeterminate place and thinking about music, about getting back into music; I want 
to do some Labradford-style "post-rock", thinking that given my equipment (a guitar and a 
bass of poor quality) the sound would still be catastrophic, but that it could always be 
drowned in reverb. 


* 


I'm in a flat at night. In the street below, a man is threatening a woman or perhaps holding her 
hostage. He has a gun and is shouting. Eventually he enters the building where I am. I'm 
unarmed and terrified that he's trying to get in where I am. 


* 
I'm with some people, in a room, very "teenager's room", and we talk about video games, 


maybe even play them — and I'm shown some original editions, which I didn't know existed, 
of trading cards (unless they are collector's packs) related to the Manoir de Mortevielle, 


showing portraits of some characters of the game. Later, I think of the Amstrad CPC, its 
capabilities, the fashion, too, of retrogaming and 8-bit music, and I mentally hear a rather 
heavy, industrial, excellent electro concert, supposedly produced with a CPC — a concert of 
which I was the artist or not, I don't remember. 


* 


I'm with Pierre J. and his wife, on Stanislas Street in Nancy — at the small triumphal arch just 
before the station crossroads. There is a kind of small square with shops, perhaps a covered 
gallery. I show them the window of an antique shop where I used to shop as a student. Then 
we find ourselves in the entrance hall, absolutely crowded, of a bourgeois building, old, 
which evokes the entrance of a museum. We move forward slowly, with difficulty, and some 
gruff employees filter the crowd. I see Florence and am shocked to realise that she still lives 
here, perhaps in this very building. Then we are outside, she and I, chatting pleasantly, and I 
have less and less doubt that we are going to sleep together, and maybe even take 
pornographic pictures, because I have my camera with me, and the idea excites me 
enormously. 


* 


This nightmare is quite ambivalent. It is absolutely dark: a young woman, the heroine of the 
nightmare, whom I am myself, perhaps intermittently, goes through events that I have 
forgotten, but which are very dark, and increasingly so, and which end at night, perhaps in a 
field, or in an underground passage — or both. It's incredibly dark, but it's as much a matter of 
atmosphere as of light. She sees a hole in the ground that seems to plunge into infinity; its 
walls are as if veined with strange lights. The woman throws herself into it, as if to complete 
a slow descent into the underworld within, a sinking into the darkness of which the rest of the 
dream has been the story — but definitive, and eternal. She throws herself into it to fall 
eternally, without return, in full consciousness. And yet her fall ends quite quickly, in what 
appears to be a spaceship cabin — which I remember being mentioned earlier in the dream. 
The young woman is incredulous, hilarious; her eternal fall seems to have turned into an 
opportunity to bounce back, into a potential journey to another infinity, into the sky, not to the 
underworld. Nevertheless, she had thrown herself in without hesitation. 


* 


I walk down the street at night, or at dusk; it's winter. There is no one outside, or not many 
people. I see dead crocodiles on the pavement in several places. They are frozen — snow is 
coming out of their mouths as if they were full of it. Later, in a rather wide alleyway, there are 
firemen and doctors, tending to a man lying missing several limbs and bleeding. They explain 
to me that he is the one who released (voluntarily or not, I don't know, or have forgotten) the 
crocodiles, being injured himself. 


* 


I'm in a spaceship, it's initially a video game like Elite, but then I'm actually in it. I am, I 
think, with other people. We are returning to Earth. The planets appear to me, stylised, on a 
control screen. The different possible routes (depending on the choice I make on the 
autopilot) are represented by dotted arrows. One of the proposed routes — I only have to press 
a button to select it— would take me out of the solar system, into total darkness, where I 


would be lost forever, with no way back. I feel a dizzying mixture of anguish and fascination 
at the idea of this possible final perdition, and almost a temptation to opt for it. 


* 


I walk in a big city (Metz or Nancy) with deserted, sad, residential streets, in a grey or even 
bluish light, which in fact remind me of the Saint-Denis Street surroundings in the 90s. I am 
bored, waiting for something, or lost. I follow two girls down a slight slope into a somewhat 
remote building, which turns out to be a music shop. It's very large, the instruments widely 
spaced. At the far end, against a wall, there is a huge, prehistoric synthesizer with dozens of 
cables and pots. 


* 


I'm on holiday by the sea. I have a flat or a house in a small, discreet, narrow, obscure street, 
a few metres from the beach, which is immense. I explore it, or explore the alleys, or just 
think about it — a secret, nocturnal atmosphere. When J arrive on the beach there is a beautiful 
twilight. I walk on, venture out far enough before I realise it's time for the tide to come in, 
and I need to turn back as soon as possible; but there's no time. The water rises at full speed, 
without violence or panic, but soon enough I find myself clinging to the windowsills of a 
restaurant (or hotel, whatever) to avoid being swept away by the current, and progress little 
by little towards the end of the beach, spared. 


* 


I'm in a very high flat, supposed to be my home. It's night. I hear noise, voices, down in the 
street, and see the JBD (this was the acronym of my group of friends in college) from my flat 
high above. Emmanuelle, Sandra and other former IUT girls, walking, joyful, hilarious, 
towards I don't know where. For a moment I consider calling them, joining them, moved by a 
vague nostalgia — but realise that in fact I have no real desire to see them. 


* 


I'm in Nancy, in the streets, and several times in a row, in the reflections of the shop windows, 
I catch a furtive glimpse of Florence's face. After several times, she is really there, and comes 
to meet me — unless it's me. We walk along a flat road, like a path along a highway or a river. 
We go to a building where I have a flat, to make love. I have an appointment with 
Emmanuelle, who I know will not arrive until much later. But she is already there when we 
arrive, sitting in the stairwell. And my clothes are scattered everywhere, as if Florence and I 
had already started to undress on the way. I don't know how I'm going to get out of this mess. 


* 


Somehow I get a camera identical to the Minolta I used to have (but visually different, in the 
dream). I'm in some kind of underground station, with Sebastien, I think, and some other 
people. An Asian woman? I test the camera, which is supposed to be particularly fast at 
shutter release, even in low light. Then we walk in single file down the street, like on a school 
trip, but someone (Virginie?) yells at me when I step out of line to take pictures. Is Laura 
there? 


I walk at night through the forest, the mountain, something uninhabited and very dark in any 
case — but devoid of any anguish. I am walking towards a destination, alone. Another country, 
no doubt, and maybe Italy. When I arrive, there is a dusk light; I see numerous, dense 
Renaissance ruins, around which a walk has been organised; tourists and locals stroll around, 
peacefully. The place is indescribably beautiful, because of these ruins, which evoke the best 
that civilisation has produced, and which even the state of ruins does not diminish, but also 
because of something in the air, peculiar to this country where I have just arrived; a certain 
art of enjoying life, a quiet hedonism, a benevolence, which floats in the air. The shock is so 
great, the beauty of it all so unexpected that I fall to my knees in tears. By chance, I find 
myself next to a young woman, unperturbed, quite "punk". I explain to her why I am 
crying — while crying. Later I will meet her brother, perhaps — other people, anyway. Maybe 
I'm here for a job, or studies. I have brought books for my stay, more or less long. A new 
daily life is being organised. 


* 


I try to buy a cheap synth at Beckerich. I look at several models, find a Dx7 in rack version 
(but with pads, like on a sampler). I also decide to take a kind of groovebox/recorder. I'm 
moved thinking about my room at my parents' house (as if it had never changed) and how I'm 
going to reorganize it a bit to integrate these purchases into my home studio. 


* 


A forest path, during the day, in summer. A converted hut, where I sit. It's a bit dirty — that 
"musty" look that all poorly insulated or not insulated huts have — but I don't care. On one 
side I see the forest, and on the other, water, rocks, as if the hut was a kind of airlock between 
two worlds... I find myself, later, having to climb these rocks, then resolve to cross the water 
itself to reach the shore. There are other people, a kid. Camping atmosphere. 


* 


I wake up in a rather nice house in the countryside. Through the windows I see fields outside, 
with trees, it's raining and it's very photogenic. I'm thinking of going out to take some 
pictures. I am naked. I soon realise that there are other people in the house; two girls, in the 
kitchen, revising, or something — they are quite young, and earlier in this dream I was reading 
their textbooks or written exchanges generally, for some forgotten reason. 


* 


I find Laura G. on Facebook (though in reality it's her twin sister Cecile, a nursing student, 
whom I knew), she's singing and playing guitar in a video, the lyrics sound like something 
like "I want to love you and suffer / My heart is here too" (the last sentence is from Stephen 
King’s JT). I approach him and we talk as if we had parted yesterday, with a tender nostalgia. 
There is talk of seeing each other again, perhaps we do. I am walking through what looks like 
the outskirts of the Cité Lorraine, on the Saar side, and there is a strangely aggressive cat, 
which cannot stand it when I approach it or pass it, and starts attacking me — but without 
physically touching me, more like a kind of psychic, telekinetic attack; which makes my 
journey difficult. 


I read a newspaper article about the double suicide of Emmanuelle and me, hanging from the 
roof ornaments of an old "haunted" house — for this is not the first case of identical deaths in 
this house — by hanging, with a fall so long that our bodies had broken into pieces, according 
to the newspaper. Later I discover (or understand, by recollection and deduction) that we 
were in fact intoxicated by a kind of green mould in the air ducts, which also explains the 
previous suicides. This makes it a little less awful; instead of absolute despair, it's just 
pathology, almost an accident. 


* 


I walk up the stairs in a low-income building, old and not very clean (though not horrible 
either), where Emmanuelle is supposed to live. I realise I can't remember what floor she's on 
or where exactly her flat is in the corridor—she has or had another flat in the same or a 
similar building, and I realise I'm getting confused between the two. But she herself comes to 
meet me. 


I am both in the real world, outside, and in front of screens from the game 
Omeyad — extremely difficult parts of the game to reach, which I remember seeing when I 
was younger, and it is very exciting and mysterious to see them again. 


* 


I visit my middle school (or an alternative version), at night, or in the early morning, but there 
is no one there. I realise that this is why it has seemed so sinister for years: because I always 
come back there alone, in the dark. I tell myself that it should be reinvested with friends, that 
I should do something to make the place lively and warm. My maternal grandmother waits 
for me outside (it's the Paix Street), in a car. When I meet her again, she shows me, through 
the windows of a kind of warehouse, furniture, chairs, objects piled up; and tells me that the 
inhabitants of this place are swindlers, thieves, and that this is their booty accumulated over 
time. 


* 


I leave my parents’ house to go and vote in the Right-wing primaries in some socio-cultural 
centre. There I meet Myléne Farmer, who I remember is from the area and that I had met her 
long before her success. She is a little defeated, physically, and tells me that she is coming 
back to see her own family. There is a great simplicity and schoolyard familiarity between us. 
After that I sort out some computerised CV problems with a lady at the Pole Emploi agency, 
and a debate about the evening meal. I also remember windy, dark, threatening, but ultimately 
strangely comfortable and comforting weather. 


* 


I'm with some people (including a kind of Thibault) in dilapidated, filthy corridors — post-war 
abandoned and squatted metro corridors. We hurry forward, up the floors — of which there are 
many — and even do a bit of climbing on debris. Then we arrive in a room that is at ground 
level; outside it looks like a train station, at least there are rails and a kind of platform. 


Zombies are coming from underground, breaking through the door, entering where we are. 
While this is a situation we've faced before and the others remain calm, I feel overwhelmed 
by fear and flee. I take refuge in a narrow space, under the kind of platform outside. Do I 
phone someone, or send a text message? Later, I return to my companions and ask for 
forgiveness for my panic attack. 


* 


I'm with a girl, maybe Aude, at night, in a beautiful old flat. We apparently live there. Instead 
of one front door opening onto the stairwell, there are several in a row, strangely 
attached — and they're all fully glazed, so you can see the stairwell as well as the inside of the 
flat, all the time. You have to lock them one by one, painfully. People arrive, coming up the 
stairs, they look like thirsty revellers; I quickly understand that they are actually demons, I 
kill some, but one is indestructible. Another one is courteous. 


Later I walk down the street, it's night (but at an indeterminate moment), I think of a song 
(which doesn't exist) by Ludwig von 88 about Gogol I, then I think of the Sheriffs. Then I 
meet a thin guy with glasses who I remember playing bass, maybe, in a band with 
Jean-Michel, of which I am or was also a member. I tell him I was "just thinking" about the 
Sheriffs. Then when he walks away I ask him if they're having a rehearsal soon. 


* 


I find on Google Images, by typing in a keyword that I have forgotten, photos of the interior 
of my neighbours' flats when I was a child, in the building on Ruffec Street. I am amazed and 
overwhelmed by the emotion. There are also photos of me as a teenager in the Champ du 
Feu. 


* 


For a mission whose nature I've forgotten, I break into a guy's or a woman's (who belongs to 
the French New Right, perhaps) property at night with two friends. It must be on the beach; 
we crawl through the sand, under a fence with a slightly damaged section, to infiltrate, and 
enter the house. We walk through a corridor and into a darkened living room. There is a small 
car, a bumper car, against a wall (or did we bring it ourselves?). I get in and drive it, a bit 
jokingly, maybe a metre. It makes a terrible noise and we hear someone getting up 
somewhere in the house. We run off again — in the hallway, just before we get out, I also see 
someone's shadow pass by, outside. 


* 


A religious procession to a building near the Pierron castle. I take part in it, with 
Emmanuelle. We have to have dinner there, too. We're near a food stall that's borderline 
filthy, the saleswomen look shady. They make pizza, tarts flambées. 


* 
It's a nice day and I'm in the countryside (dirt roads, fields, roadside, etc.) where some kind of 


flea market or folk festival is taking place. There is military music, or perhaps something that 
reminds me of a military music issue. Stalls of various objects and food are everywhere. I try 


to buy something to eat and browse through all the stalls, until I find myself in a covered 
market I know (supposed to be near my old flat), looking for something to eat; but nothing is 
very appetizing. I go the other way around, in the country party, and find, while walking, 
lying around, three leather bags I had bought, and a Moleskine notebook, almost full, already, 
where I have notes for my games; with headings underlined with coloured markers, some 
illustrations, etc.; a nice working notebook. Jean-Marie and my father arrive and the former 
tells me that these are his leather bags, but I explain to him that no, it's a mistake. 


* 


In my notes for my game, there is a playable character who enters the adventure in a more 
than quasi-fantastic way: he is standing on a stool, ready to hang himself, and a strange man 
arrives to give him a key, which opens a door in his cellar, and this door gives onto my 
game’s city and its underground mazes. 


* 


I have to give a concert or take part in some kind of musical event (unpretentious, like a high 
school graduation concert, or even less) to play a rather strange wind instrument, where you 
turn a knob to change the notes — there are notches on the instrument that indicate precisely 
the notes of the piece I have to play — but I don't know in what order or in what time to play 
them. The sound of the instrument is reminiscent of Pharoah Sanders. 


* 


I am in Saint-Denis Street at night; or rather I am in Allmend Street, opposite our old house, 
but the direction of the streets seems to be reversed (without shocking me in the dream). I 
photograph my sister (?) playing with other teenagers, with an old Canon Powershot digital 
camera; the image obtained is simple, lit with flash, but of good quality; it has something 
old-fashioned and reassuring. A little later there are a few more people in front of the house, 
which is brighter than the rest of the street, as if something is happening there —or so I 
imagine within the dream. 


* 


I flirt with an older woman I know somehow (perhaps we were part of a larger group before). 
Are we on the bridge, near the Moulin car park? The desire rises as we kiss to part, and I ask 
her if she doesn't want me to take her back to her village (a name like Dudlenheim or 
Dudlingen). 


* 


I follow Paul up the stairs, perhaps just before a mass, and ask him if there is anything I can 
do to help. 


** 
I'm in a CYOA book (or its computer version), going from room to room by choosing them 


from a menu. A twilight medieval-fantasy town atmosphere, twisted, even if the game is 
rather good-natured. 


I am in a restaurant; I order (or someone with me orders) penne rigate. I am dismayed when 
they arrive at the table: they are sparse on the plate, overcooked and shapeless, and only very 
loosely brushed with a sauce that gives the whole thing a repulsive, repulsive look. 


I am facing a room, or a small flat, visible through a glass door. I am aware that this is an 
avatar of the S.E.S.A. house I enter, and stay voluntarily to test my limits — even to charge 
myself with "evil". 


I walk to Le Havre and/or England. I walk along a pretty country road, the weather is a bit 
grey, twilight, without it being depressing. I arrive in a district, or perhaps a small village, 
with old half-timbered houses, a little dilapidated but which one guesses are very expensive. 
The whole thing is reminiscent of Normandy. I explore a bit the surroundings and discover a 
room used by religious people, which can be seen from the street through a bay window. 
There is a statue (of some saint or the Virgin), strangely green in colour, like plastic. I want to 
take pictures of the place and the people (nuns, worshippers, etc.) but my mobile phone 
doesn't want to take pictures, it works excruciatingly slowly. I feel that people are starting to 
find me suspicious. I enter to pray on my knees. A young man arrives, rather effeminate, and 
looking a bit simple. 


Eventually I leave and go back to Nancy — the city has been destroyed by a cataclysm I have 
not heard of. The streets are upside down. 


My colleague Seb has a notebook and sheets of paper where he writes down intimate 
thoughts and ideas about RPGs. I quickly go through them, both curious and embarrassed to 
violate his privacy. 


* 


I am in the courtyard of 12 Ruffec Street, with my parents. My father is inspecting the garage 
with a torch. The walls, etc. I feel his emotion but he shows nothing and we don't talk. There 
is talk of a moped or scooter that I used when I was younger, which he tells me I used to put 
there, almost abandoning it, like a simple bike, when I came home. I visualise the thing, but 
on Saint-Denis Street. I wander around the courtyard, thinking about the covers of Rise and 
Fall of a Decade that I had recorded and that I intend to release as a tribute album. I hear 
Speaking hands at the same time. 


* 


I leave by bus, or train, among dozens or hundreds of other people, for some destination, in a 
context of bad weather or other, apocalyptic danger —I think of Fatima, of the warnings 
issued by the Virgin. 


* 
I'm with Emmanuelle in some kind of posh party where we have nothing to do and are in 


danger — for some reason I've forgotten. We look for the exit and end up in an ordinary street. 
Our van is parked nearby. In this car park with the van I notice a lot of small wooden houses 


all around the car park —I can't tell if they are small houses or public toilets or something 
else. But it is very beautiful and photogenic, with the rain and the weather, the strange 
luminosity. 


* 


I raise small worms and have a technique to make them grow and develop, before cooking 
them on a plancha. Once they are cooked, they are as big as peeled shrimps, I am repulsed by 
their appearance, I am unable to eat them. 


* 


At 33 Saint-Denis Street, I leave the house through the laundry room with a cigarette, and put 
it down in a hurry ona small concrete ledge when I see my father pull up. A black man gives 
me a speech on racism, to denounce the difficulties he had to get admitted I don't know 
where. We are still at 33. In the garden, the space under the terrace has been fitted out with a 
desk, books, etc. I have lots of handwritten notes there, it's a bit of a secret office. 


* 


On one campus, I verbally threaten (without raising my voice) a girl (or boy with long hair?) 
by gently taking her duvet in my hands to stroke it ironically — her hair is red. But then Iam 
quickly informed that I have threatened someone very dangerous, very violent. I run up the 
stairs four at a time (I was back on Saint-Denis Street, I think) to warn someone or prepare to 
fight back, sensing the attack coming. The fuse blows. 


* 


Feeling that my death is imminent, I go to see Paul to confess but he is already busy. I panic. 


* 


I type a text on a computer. The software is crap and keeps losing sentences I've typed, for no 
reason, or at the slightest micro-false. 


* 


Paul B. is a professor in a university where I am taking classes. I pass Mr Marchal in the 
corridors. At a certain point, the stairs are cut off, you have to climb to continue. I also notice 
one end of the hall, with no exit, bathed in a mauve light — unless it is the colour of the walls. 
These walls are tagged, and the whole thing looks very photogenic to me. Then I realise that I 
have no textbooks for the year. I wonder what I'm still doing here when I've already 
graduated. 


* 


Someone tells me about the Amstrad CPC emulator and I tell him that I own the original 
machine. He tells me that there are now extensions that increase the memory of the original 
CPC tenfold. Then I see a game on the CPC, in 3D and FPS view, where you move between 
the bars of a low-rise building, roughly drawn — the colours are rare, and the whole thing 


looks very CPC, primitive. But the little I see makes me realise that this is only a fraction of a 
gigantic world, a la Daggerfall. It looks even more fascinating to me on CPC. When you 
enter a building, you see a screen with several recipes, and I understand that you have to cook 
for the children in your care. 


Then I'm in a video game (but I can see like in the normal world); you have to go through 
corridors and up floors in a lift to reach... I don't know what. I meet a dog, harmless. On 
another floor, an explosion in a room adjacent to mine deafens me for a few seconds, I 
understand that a guy died there. He was an enemy. I go up several flights of stairs and arrive 
in a not particularly threatening building stairwell called Mexico City (as if each station 
represented a place in the real world). Eventually I leave these corridors and lifts altogether, 
and arrive in an indeterminate place — there are people, things seem normal, peaceful. But I 
still have lists of possible actions in my head, I'm still in the game mentally. 


* 


A kind of queue, people with red eyes showing that they have been contaminated. This is the 
case of a person in front of me: I cross the barriers and run away into the bush. Immediately I 
am called back: the girl now has green eyes and yells at me, explaining that everyone is 
contaminated and that mankind will live with it; that with a plant or a root picked in nature 
(in the place where we are, precisely) a medicine is made that delays indefinitely the mutation 
into a zombie. And gives you green eyes. Penitent, I promise to do everything I can to help, 
and she shows me a register where I can register, as a collector of this herb. 


* 


I approach a building entrance — the one where my maternal grandmother lives (a different 
building than in reality). I stand there without knowing what to do. Eventually she senses my 
presence, and tells me to come in. The interior is different from my (false) memories. A large 
living room, tiled floor. A long table; the whole thing reminds me in a more obscure way of 
the living room at my parents’ house when I was a child. I remember a fireplace in the middle 
of the living room —it has disappeared. Armchairs, too, and a lot of knick-knacks, stuff. I 
pointed this out to her and she replied that she did indeed want to change. 


* 


My sister is in a wheelchair. A departure for Nancy is planned with my father. Later, at night, 
we are in front of a concert hall or something like that. Three triangular, silent, unobtrusive 
UFOs hover in the sky — I have a feeling of déja vu, and seeing some strange people down the 
street, I remember: they are Terminators. We flee through the streets with Dad and Emily 
(still in a wheelchair) — no one stops us or threatens us, but I spot groups of Terminators (still 
human-looking) patrolling or watching certain intersections. The atmosphere is heavy, 
dangerous, as if an attack was imminent. Terminators disguised as demonstrators wearing 
some kind of Krishna robes with hoods and signs demanding I don't know what. I understand 
that this is some kind of provocation, seeking confrontation. I lost sight of my father and 
sister. I find them again (they are almost oblivious to the danger, I think) after crossing at a 
crossroads and chatting (in an ambiguous, threatening but seemingly casual tone, on both 
sides) with a teenager on a bike who is also a Terminator — but born human. Skynet has 
rallied all the "augmented" people to him. 


I am with Emmanuelle on a flat terrace. Maybe "at home". She's trying to fix an electrical 
box or something, quite high up, and to do so she puts one foot on the railing to pull herself 
up. I rush to hold her by the hips so she doesn't fall. She looks reckless to me, a daredevil. 
Her friend Stephen is supposed to live in the flat next door. We talk about him, I don't know 
why. At one point I realise that Stephen's terrace is only separated from Emmanuelle's by a 
small corridor, closed by a curtain. We poke our heads in to peek; it's quite large, luxurious. 
We end up entering. There are several people present, lying or sitting, people of our age, 
rather friendly; we shake hands and chat as if they knew Emmanuelle, perhaps. Then I realise 
that the place leads to a public square, square, lined with high buildings. People are coming 
out of several buildings, in groups, I don't know if they are tourists, followers of a religion, or 
something else. I try as best I can to photograph the scene, and the place, with my mobile 
phone. These are beautiful old buildings, it reminds me of Nancy as well as an Italian city, or 
elsewhere; a tourist city. Then I see that the square opens onto a shopping mall with shops, 
bistros, etc. — I try to photograph something in a window, I don't know what. 


* 


I flirt secretly with Jocelyne, under a kind of courtyard where people are busy; we are on the 
fringes of a very large village festival, a wedding, or whatever. 


* 


I realise that my arm is rotting. You start to see the bone, the flesh is raw and rotten, like 
those people who take "krokodil" drugs. I don't feel anything, and decide to act as if nothing 
had happened. 


* 


There's a trip to Lourdes planned and I'm in it, but I want to drive there myself. On the day, at 
the time of departure, I am in the centre of the town (towards the Orange shop), but I realise 
that I am parked at the other end of the town, towards Neunkirch. I waste time 
procrastinating; to walk to my car or not. I finally want to get on the bus where the others are, 
but I get on the wrong one, and see not far away, the right bus, with the parishioners in it. I 
get off again. I go back to my parents' house for lunch, with the idea of leaving afterwards, by 
car. I finally give up entirely, realising the distance to Lourdes and the time it would take me. 
I call David S. to see him later in the day. 


A little later, I'm in the car for Nancy, I drive on the motorway, through some parts of the city, 
then a canal, too, and park in an aerial car park, all metal, just next to the motorway exit. I 
pass Vivianne, from the Archives, on the staircase, where there are many people going up and 
down, when I come out to the street. I don't know what I do next, but when I want to find the 
car, I realise I can't; I have no idea which part of the city it's parked in. I panic, get angry, 
wander around in neighbourhoods I don't know, but which still run along the motorway and 
the canal. I ask for information in a rather old-fashioned, friendly restaurant, where they point 
me in the right direction. The owner gives me a set of keys (which I choose among several) to 
come back later, even after closing time, if I need a place to wait. He asks me to give hima 
cross in exchange. He is a Christian and a kind of complicity is established between us. Then 
I see him sitting on the floor, his face yellow and his eyes completely white, almost popping 


out of his head — he tells me it's an illness, that he has seizures, regularly. I come out of the 
restaurant, there are young people outside (it's a sort of public square with walkers, terraces) 
who are skateboarding or whatever, listening to a Beatles song. 


* 


I'm in a music shop and want to buy or at least try out some synths. The ones I see are dirty, 
dusty, dilapidated, sometimes even smeared with a slimy substance, as if someone had 
touched them with dirty fingers from eating. When I go out again (a cobbled shopping street, 
as in Metz perhaps) and go to the university I meet a guy who is also a musician (perhaps he 
carries a synth with him). We talk about working together. He introduces me to a friend of 
his, also a musician I think, who is vegan. 


* 


My sister is dead. We are several people in the small entrance hall of the apartment at 12 
Ruffec Street. Margot, the cleaning lady, is there too. She looks younger, but I can't really see 
her face; she's wearing a white, masculine, tank top, kind of sexy, and as we hug each other, I 
feel an attraction, despite the context. 


* 


I see Celine again, through a glass window, in a room adjacent to the corridor I'm in — it looks 
like administration offices, or a hotel. She eventually spots me too. Although we haven't seen 
each other for years, I feel a little cold or embarrassed, but when she comes to me we fall into 
each other's arms and go to her room or my room, in the same building. Lying naked in bed, I 
lick her sex, noticing that she has a sort of second clitoris, located higher up; a sort of strange, 
incongruous growth of flesh. As the minutes go by, the "mutations" on her sex become more 
and more numerous, important and difficult to look at, to bear, even though I try not to show 
anything. By the time I straighten up to penetrate her, these growths have become moving, 
like living, independent beings. I am paralysed by disgust. 


* 


I am at my middle school. I see a reader in the library and think to myself that she is very 
beautiful. I enter a building that is as wide as a gymnasium inside — there is a lot of activity, 
administrative or otherwise. I see a very beautiful, dark-haired, serious-faced teenager, and I 
recognise that she is the daughter of the woman from before. 


Then I'm one of the invigilators for an exam or something with hundreds of students. I spot a 
kid writing in a beautiful organiser, which contains a photo album and lots of options. I want 
to ask her where she bought it but don't. I see in her photos that she is a good student. I see in 
her photos that she is posing in leather outfits, sometimes topless etc. I realise she has a look 
that is very different from what I would expect. I realise she has a very rockabilly look. One 
of the girls next to her has a face I know but I don't remember from where. She too has a 
particular look and looks older. 


Then some students get up and some teachers take them to another building and I realise I 
don't have my camera with me. I tell myself I'll have to come back. 


I'm outside, on the grass, maybe. A garden, a park? I'm with a dark-haired girl, and I lie on 
top of her, because we are flirting. She has a certain ironic distance, but is docile. We have a 
dialogue about sex, and I talk to her about the difference I make between real union, worthy 
of the name, both spiritual and carnal, and the exploration of fantasies, and perversions that 
necessarily separate, because they fatally contain a notion of predation, of reification of the 
other. While talking to her mentally, I see again certain images of Emmanuelle and me 
making love. 


* 


I'm at home or somewhere on the first floor of a building, maybe it's night and I'm sleeping. I 
get up, worried by noises and screams from downstairs — an angry voice repeating, shouting, 
"TAKE MY HAND! When I go downstairs, I come to a room where a number of rather large, 
middle-aged men are gathered. I understand that this is some kind of Whitehouse 
performance. 


I am in an indeterminate place. It seems labyrinthine to me and at the same time, outside (like 
the alleys of an Arab town). A man is there, spreading lubricant on the sex of a little girl he is 
about to penetrate. The little girl gives me a blasé speech, which horrifies me by its coldness, 
where she tells me that some acts also involve other members of her daughter, that the clients 
have various tastes, etc. 


* 


I watch the trailer (?) of a film showing a teenager who can cross "corridors" between 
different planes of space-time. Later I am with him, in these corridors, more as a mere glance, 
than as a person. Dangers lurk at every step; some kind of monsters, or hostile manifestations. 


** 


I am in a kind of esplanade with my parents, at dusk. It's a PMA-related gathering — not a 
demonstration but something like a mass embryo implantation session for women, or 
something like that. Estelle is there, she's crazy, euphoric, a bit ridiculous, and I'm 
embarrassed to introduce her to my parents. 


* 


I talk to my dad about French dark ambient bands in order to publish a CD compilation. I 
discuss with him (or someone else, I don't know) the Euterpe compilations, making me feel 
like a veteran. 


I cut off two of Eva's fingers to punish her for something, then put them on ice, to give her a 
chance to get them back. She seems almost excited by this punishment, and by my fatherly 
tone, severe but fair. I am excited myself by the situation and she says "I love you" shyly as I 
approach; we kiss. I try to slip my hand into her tights, into her panties. 


I play Omeyad and somehow realise that I have to say a special word in Arabic into the CPC 
speaker to open the dialogue menu with the NPCs. This discovery completely unlocks my 
game, I explore places I have never seen before, and see with astonishment contemporary 
elements, modern ones anyway (old cars?) cohabiting with the rest of the scenery. While 
talking to an NPC in an alley, I make the mistake of photographing him (an option allows to 
do so) and he seems to take it badly. I apologise but he insists, almost gently, that I follow 
him to a house nearby. Knowing that he is taking me there to hurt me, but unable to run away 
or confront him, I obediently follow him. We arrive at a house with a bourgeois, early 20th 
century interior. The man leaves me and tells me to wait there. I know that a woman is 
coming —I visualise her, like a shadow. I know she is not entirely human — goddess or 
gorgon, something ruthless, deadly. I escape through a window and run into a neighbourhood 
of beautiful seaside houses. 


* 


In a flea market I come across a photo album containing countless photos of my youth, with 
the girls from the IUT, Aude, etc. Many nudes, both nude Many nudes, both erotic and very 
artistic; very beautiful photos. 


* 


I smoke a cigarette with Lourdes-Marie in a kind of schoolyard/kermesse or other event. We 
talk about her husband — who in the dream is not her husband, but an acquaintance, and we 
talk about her celibacy. 


* 


I'm in a sort of old-fashioned college — it looks like Saint-Antoine, in Phalsbourg, but older. 
I'm there with Martine, my colleague, and we somehow end up attending a mass, which is 
held directly in a corridor. There is little room and we have to follow it quite far away, 
without seeing it (the corridor is L-shaped) and are seated on wooden benches. I see that 
Eliane is there too. We stand up to get closer as the priests, or perhaps a deacon, sprinkle holy 
water on the faithful in all directions. 


* 


I walk with Emmanuelle, I don't know where. It is chilly and very dark. Maybe she'll come 
with me to the university. I intend to register as an auditor. I'm a bit excited by the idea, it's 
like a new life, new paths opening up before me, a second youth. The atmosphere between us 
is heavy, sad, with a lot of things left unsaid. I think to myself that autumn and the start of the 
new school year are a paradoxical mixture that produces a particular "existential" effect: 
nature slowly darkening and declining, and society starting up again. 


* 
A bitchy reader in her twenties, who makes us wander through the library, looking for the 


books she asks for in a tone that is both whiny and snarling. It's dark, silent, as if it were 
night. 


I'm in some kind of van or utility vehicle. I'm I don't know where, I'm going I don't know 
where, on the roads of France. It's a sunny day, quite hot. I get lost at a junction and enter a 
town to try to find a sign or ask for directions. There's mention of a dog, too, at one point 
when I'm chatting to someone (a woman?) in a street. Do I have a dog accompanying me in 
the vehicle? 


* 


I am in a place that looks like the Carnot Square. There is a child alone, looking lost; I 
question him and then accompany him in search of his uncle or a male relative, through the 
corridors of a luxurious hotel — there are supposed to be private flats on the upper floors. But 
when we get to these floors we realise that there is furniture and obstacles placed there, by the 
inhabitants, I understand, to prevent strangers from passing. We come out and the kid tells me 
that in fact his uncle lives in a building opposite; that there has been a mistake. I don't know 
if we go in or not, but I end up learning that the man in question had kicked the child out, so 
that he could quietly abuse his sister, or something like that. 


In the hotel, I don't know how but I found myself facing an Asian woman, on a bed — I could 
see in black and white. She was with a man with an absolutely deformed head, worthy of 
Freaks. | wondered if she took his picture, how she got used to liking such a creepy physique. 


* 


I walk through a forest, on a slope (it's climbing) with other people. I stay away because I 
know that an attack is coming; something supernatural, something evil. I end up arriving 
(alone, the attack having probably taken place during an ellipse) in front of a building which 
seems deserted, even abandoned, although not particularly in bad shape; a building on the 
ground floor, quite large, with glass doors, which evokes a laboratory or something like that. 
When I enter, there are people, the atmosphere is rather friendly, like a group outing, or a 
break during a congress. 


* 


I see, in a city, an old building which is supposed to belong to the Church. Through an open 
window I see a vast room, dark, empty, with walls blackened as if by a fire. It is a frightening 
vision. But then I remember that Leonard had already brought me here and that there was a 
class in this room. With people in it and lights on, it seemed quite normal, alive, reassuring, 
and I tell myself that it must be my current vision that is distorted. 


* 


I realise as I'm tidying up my ultra-bulky, stuffy flat that I have a quasi second flat, right next 
door to the first, and I've never really used it. It contains a bed, a desk and various pieces of 
furniture, and still some messy stuff, but it's big enough that I think it could be used as a 
home studio and office, for writing, working on my games. The decoration is quite 
old-fashioned, in a nice, warm way, and I wonder why I never sleep in that part of my house. 


I plan to do so, and I have the feeling of being at home while being elsewhere; maybe 
rediscovering something of my own life. 


* 


A girl who crashes at my place for some reason I've forgotten (brunette, long hair) and with 
whom I end up fighting to get her to leave me in peace. And I end up gouging out both her 
eyes on the floor. Overcome by my own violence and the turn of events. 


* 


I am in an indeterminate city. Big, beautiful. I have been here before; I recognise places, but 
as if from other angles, from other streets. I walk around a block of houses that I remember 
having been there before — alone or perhaps with my family, on holiday. The idea gradually 
occurs to me that I am in Bruges. I think of the Europa Hotel where I had stayed with my 
family, then with Laurence. I leave the neighbourhood and walk down a small, almost 
country lane (perhaps even a dirt road). There is a whole row of white houses, cosy, 
picturesque, very expensive. The light is very strong, as if it were midday. A great big sun. 


Sloping street, miserable but beautiful ruins, primitive atmosphere that brings back memories 
of role playing games. I take pictures, notably of a mother and daughter. I continue along a 
river or a canal. Autumnal atmosphere, late afternoon. I see a woman wading across after 
walking on a frozen part of the water. I realise that I don't know where to go or where I am. I 
see a signpost in an unknown language. It doesn't look like Flemish but I assume it is. Then I 
arrive at the entrance to a water park. Lots of people, lots of children. I make a mistake and 
then go away for fear of being taken for a pervert. 


* 


I hit Cynthia, for no particular reason; it's night, and it looks like we're outside, in Neunkirch. 
I apologise to her afterwards, panicking at what I've done — face to face, or on Messenger, I 
don't know. But she is horrified by me. 


* 


I talk to Thibault on the phone or we exchange text messages. He wants to come back 
already, but only for one day —a Sunday, I think. Then we are together in a shopping centre, 
doing some shopping (or I follow him while he does his). It's a neon-lit "Match" atmosphere, 
and the whole thing reminds me of the Nouvelles Galeries. Something dark, prison-like, 
labyrinthine. There is a tram that arrives directly in this shopping centre, perhaps even 
crossing it and allowing access to its different areas. I take it or plan to take it. I'm thinking of 
role-playing games, a role-playing game shop, like in the Saint-Jacques centre in Metz. Then 
we arrive in a church, more or less empty, but where Fleur and Pauline are. I discuss with 
them the "12 hours for God" planned for the next day. 


* 
I see a gym. Maybe my flat (or some kind of office I'd be in) looks directly into it, through a 


door. They're making noise and I'm about to scream. I see people training in the gym; all guys 
and only one girl. They're practising a combat sport or something, but several men surround 


the girl and she struggles, looking panicked, revolted. They end up touching her, maybe she is 
partly naked. One of the men makes her suck on several of her fingers, she complies with a 
mixture of fear and visible excitement, as if she has been used to this bad treatment enough 
for a part of her to consent. The scene gradually degenerates into a kind of orgy. 


* 


I "see" a film in which I more or less find myself too. The story is relatively close to another 
film which I tell myself (in my sleep) that I have dreamt of before. A story about a party 
organised by evil people, demons or monsters, whose aim is to defile and damn their guests. 
So in a large room (the living room of a house in the country, something like that) there are 
several guests, and their hosts. The atmosphere is rather lascivious, decadent. Someone is 
talking to me, or maybe it's a voice-over in my head, about a substance or several substances 
that are offered to the guests but that will quickly have harmful, mutagenic effects on 
them — which they are either unaware of or don't care about, intoxicated as they are by the 
party. In particular, there is a powder that I see on the faces of several people, after they have 
ingested it in some way or another. Looking around the room more carefully I end up seeing 
that many of them have mutated, they are slumped over, their heads horribly swollen and 
deformed (they look like the aliens in Bad Taste — but in my very dream I think of that old 
dream I had in '98, Male-on-Male Abuse). They are either unaware of it or don't care. 


* 


I'm with my family in some sort of cave or primitive, agricultural thing. Some kind of 
eco-museum, maybe; a tourist place anyway. There is a ticket office, with an old lady. There 
are several exits that lead into a rural, "typical" landscape. There's also a shop where I 
accompany my father on a budget, and as I wander around I remember I've been there before, 
raiding CDs—there are metres and metres of shelves and I'm looking for gothic rock, 
industrial, etc. It's crowded in the shop, it's hard to find your way around. My father shows 
me a CD and asks me if I know it; it's Offenbarung & Untergang by the band Etant Donnés. 
But it's in a totally different and very strange packaging; an unlabelled geometric shape, made 
of transparent plastic. 


* 


I'm on a stool, in a public place, in front of a computer where I'm hanging out on Netgoth, or 
something similar. I turn my head, at some point and see Hugo L. or think I recognize him. I 
talk to someone on the PC where I'm surfing, maybe Eric. I become aware, in passing, that I 
am in the Champ du Feu, in the chalet — even if in my mind it is the chalet I went to as a child 
and teenager, but now in the town where I live. I look around the room and it reminds me of a 
youth hostel, with a "role-playing club" feel. The atmosphere is a bit anarchic, but very 
friendly, with no fuss. You feel at home. I realise that I could very well come here every 
evening, work on my games and various projects at one of these tables, surrounded by other 
people who I know would leave me in peace. I'm moved by the idea, because it's a way of 
bringing back into my daily life this place that I loved when I was younger. 


* 


I am in a car, on country roads. I get lost. I stop in an unknown village, maybe even get out of 
the car to look for my way. A pretty village, in a pretty, slightly mountainous region, but still 
with the anguish and emptiness of places where one gets lost, where one is a stranger. 


I'm in a hotel, on a rather high floor, on a kind of terrace, a platform or maybe a corridor that 
goes outside. A group of young men, led by Jonathan B. or a boy who looks like him, come 
in and start messing with me. A fight starts and ends fairly quickly, when I tip one of them 
down the stairwell to the ground floor where he crashes and kills himself. I think of the 
trouble that awaits me, even though I have only defended myself. 


On a sunny country road, I pass priests and faithful, who are leaving for an hour of 
Adoration. The weather is fine, pleasant. I arrive at a playground where I walk around, meet 
some schoolchildren. This is supposed to be Forbach. Then I'm in a room, where I wait for 
my parents to go I don't know where, or maybe they're coming to get me. I go through books 
or CDs, maybe tapes. 


* 


I'm with my mother, at our place or hers — 12 Ruffec Street? She's complaining about the 
neighbour (the blonde who lives next door to me, in the main street) who stole her slippers, in 
addition to the multiple daily nuisances she inflicts on her. I decide to go and see her and 
enter her flat, whose door is not locked—perhaps she is getting ready to leave. She is 
aggressive, stupid and mocking, and I end up hitting her, but that doesn't seem to be enough 
to subdue her. So I take her by the hair and drag her to the toilet where I hold her head under 
the water, in the bowl, several times in a row, hoping that she will end up begging, crying, 
asking for forgiveness. But she doesn't move at all, doesn't make any noise, and I understand 
that she is dead. 


* 


A library, divided into several pavilions, in the middle of a large, very green, very pleasant 
park. I mentally hear Sol Invictus (Lonely crawls the night, maybe) and there is talk that they 
are playing or have played in one of the pavilions in the park. I'm indulging in that sort of 
happy melancholy that dark folk always has on me. 


* 


I am in a town — indeterminate, but which looks a bit like my town in places, for example the 
France Street, seen from the crossroads between the Montagne Street and the Généraux 
Crémer Street, where the Vesuvio is. I am with several people, including Corinne M... She is 
distant, even unpleasant. At one point I excuse myself and use something to get away. I am 
sad, tired, I want to cry, but I also want to show Corinne that I am a human being, hurtful, and 
that she should not consider me as she does. But I see her walking without paying attention to 
me and entering a building. 


* 
I am in a small wooden house, cubic, with a bay window instead of a wall, and from there I 


see the Wackenhubel, from the side, as if I were in the large field that runs alongside the 
building and the forest road. I see a dog, which is also looking at me. There seems to be some 


activity in the field, like when Frangois P. had his kind of experimental festival there. Later I 
am in a bus and we drive along the same field. I notice that in the extension of the 
Wackenhubel there are other houses, many of them half-walled, reached by ladders or 
cobbled stairs; their interiors are both comfortable and very basic. They are like improved 
huts for people who have to live there all year round. I feel a great attraction to this kind of 
atmosphere. From the coach I see a house, the last one before we take a country road, with a 
large advertisement on one of the walls, painted like in the old days. For Orangina or a 
similar soft drink, perhaps. 


Later I get off and explore some streets, probably in a village. I walk through alleys and 
backyards that are quite old, a bit "sinister" but in an aesthetic way, without anything 
depressing. I notice on the screen of my smartphone that there are areas of the image that 
flicker, and understand that it is because there are people I had not noticed, in the inner 
courtyard that I am photographing: the smartphone "erases" them automatically, but 
imperfectly. I chat a bit with them, at least one girl and one boy, explain that I don't want to 
disturb them, etc... After that I'm in a house that I also intend to explore. Quite bourgeois, 
white walls, mouldings, old doors with brass handles. It feels like an old office or a family 
home. I get lost in a whole series of rooms, quite narrow, sometimes dark, all completely 
deserted, and I tell myself, without anxiety, that it looks like my usual fantasies. 


* 


I am a witness to, or involved in, a minor road accident or some other minor incident. A 
policeman questions me, cordial and suspicious at the same time, and in order to make things 
go smoothly between us, I tell him that I am quite ready to accompany him to the police 
station to discuss it quietly. He takes me into an interrogation room — a small, cramped office 
with only a table and two chairs. I think to myself that he is definitely putting in the effort... 
Once seated, there is a slight hesitation, I smile at him a little embarrassed and tell him that I 
don't really know what to say. He is on the verge of tears, and tells me that whatever I have to 
say, he is there to listen to me. I realise that he knows about a murder I committed; and it's as 
if I suddenly remembered it myself after a long, total repression. 


* 


I'm travelling on the roads and motorways of France, it's very sunny. I am relatively lost, but I 
recognise certain stretches, certain city outskirts (other dreams, in fact). Perhaps at some 
point I am on a bike. I miss the exit (a bridge?) leading to the city I want to pass through, and 
find myself in an industrial and/or port area. 


* 


I drive along a country road, past scattered houses and gardens, with the forest in the 
distance. I see Apolline walking on the side of the road, almost at the entrance of the forest. 
By the time I decide to stop, I am already in the woods. I slow down and make an arduous 
U-turn, leaving the road, climbing through leaves, copses, stumps — the terrain is quite 
uneven. 


I then start back the other way, but can't find it. Somehow — perhaps by finding a letter 
scribbled in a field—I learn of a woman who wants to tell what happened; she has 
disappeared, abducted by an extremely dangerous, perverse, evil man, who has defiled and 


degraded her to the core, to the point, she says, that it is now too late because she loves 
him — and has joined him in evil. I think of a bald woman (perhaps because of the film Starry 
Eyes) and I find myself more or less in her shoes, in a kitchen where she is having dinner 
with the man in question... and his family, complicit. In a small, narrow kitchen, a little dark. 
She thinks she is going to be served like the other guests, but the man smiles as he shows her 
that her plate contains string; this is what she will have to eat. 


Before or after this episode, I do give Apolline a ride, or maybe I imagine the situation so 
much while driving that it ends up being real. I imagine her putting her hand on my thigh. At 
the same time, she and I discuss the situation, and this hand on my thigh, by text message, as 
if we were in two different places. She is in a mixture — quite usual for her — of evasion and 
implied seduction, of submissive fantasies and overt masochisms, mixed with a very clear 
awareness of dominating the situation. 


I find myself several times in a strange, dark, chasm-like place with a dim but strange, 
unearthly light. There is a lift there (either closed, in a cabin, or a freight lift, I don't know). 
There is a guard, or someone who is there to operate it. A sort of demigod, with a sacred role. 
All this is linked to Apolline, in one way or another. She appears in this place, at a given 
moment, and in a surge of desire or need for affection, I hold her close and breathe in her 
smell, which overwhelms me. I tell her about it, about this smell, and she reacts as if she 
knows it, as if it were part of her arsenal to rule over men without fail. 


* 


Two guys come up to me, who don't speak French very well; I understand that they are Polish 
or Russian, and are looking for Sandra S. I gibber as best I can to explain to them the 
circumstances in which I knew her, and the fact that she no longer lives in Nancy. At first we 
are outside, perhaps outside a building. Then we talk in a room, which must be mine... The 
guys are looking at pictures of the goth parties Sandra and I have done together, vaguely 
amused or mischievous. Without transition, it's Sandra F. who's there next, in the same place, 
and we flirt, or rather, it's me who presses myself against her, kisses her neck, her mouth, 
sniffs her smell, lifts her T-shirt to kiss and press my face against her soft, warm breasts, still 
in the bra. We talk, at the same time, I explain my unimaginable frustration. She lets herself 
go, for now, but seems more amused — with a mixture of pity — than excited. 


* 


I've just come out of a religious event, or one related to it, with some other people. We're in 
some kind of big castle courtyard. It's getting dark. There are other buildings that people are 
coming out of, or going into, and I'm talking to a guy I know vaguely, maybe from the parish 
or the library, who asks me if I'm going to or was at mass, and I tell him I wasn't, and where I 
was. 


I do I don't know what, in the grounds of a castle, or a high school type complex, campus (but 
old and beautiful), during the day. At one point I visit a church, very beautiful — or rather, in a 
normal building, which is used for classes, there is a large room which is in fact a church; 
except that in addition to the pews, there is something to sit in for the classes. I wonder if it is 
still used as a church in addition to the classes, or not. 


A little later, I am with my family, in the same place. We "arrive", as if it were a hotel or a 
restaurant. Then we're in a kind of restaurant room — there's maybe some rice spread on my 
table, which I'm trying to gather. I'm with other people, maybe family or Emmanuelle. I hear 
a voice behind me and recognise Najehr's voice. She is talking to people at my table, 
Emmanuelle, perhaps. I turn furtively to see her face, then return to my original position, not 
entering the discussion. 


* 


I'm in bed, in a house or some indeterminate place, and a woman in her fifties lies down next 
to me, cordially — apparently there are plenty of people here dedicated to sleeping together in 
rooms, much like a mountain hut or that sort of setting. There's nothing particularly attractive 
about her, but I'm excited about spending my night with her, in the dark, in privacy, and I 
don't doubt for a moment that she'll accept my advances when I come against her, in the dark. 
But time doesn't pass, I start to get impatient, and when her husband arrives in the room 
(accompanied by other people), I understand that he's going to sleep with us, and that my 
plan has fallen through. 


* 


I'm in the countryside, quite rainy, spooky, with some other people, and we're either doing 
some kind of "risky" hike, or we're hurrying home and having to dodge the dangers of the 
forest; in this case a supernatural danger, like demons or ghosts. At some point we climb a 
few steps, or a small ladder, and end up on a platform (perhaps a large rock to walk on, as at 
the Donon) from where we have a view of the area. 


Later, I am at home, and I learn that Emmanuelle has gone to make the same journey. I am 
afraid for her. Hours pass (the dream continues, I don't know how) and at some point I realise 
that I haven't heard from her for hours, maybe even since the day before. I am worried and try 
to reach her — without success, I think. 


Later, a scene in an upstairs corridor in a building, and other people are with me, maybe one 
or more cops. They're looking for, or we're looking for someone, supposedly living there. But 
it's impossible to find the right flat, or even to concentrate on counting them, differentiating 
them, etc. 


Later I'm on a strange bike, the seat very high, maybe two meters above the ground... The 
bike is designed to make me unreachable, for the monsters, on the ground. I ride into the 
night, in very thick darkness, towards a goal I have forgotten. 


Then I am on foot, still outside, in the darkness, and presumably in the mountains. I'm 
walking down to I don't know where, aware that I'm lost and maybe even that I don't really 
have a goal. Without any particular equipment, nor anything to eat or drink. I walk along 
villages, buildings a bit lost, and end up at a place where there is maybe a hotel, or a 
restaurant. In any case there is a kind of water, a basin with small rocks, maybe a false cave, 
and light bulbs everywhere. It's very beautiful and I take a picture of it with my mobile. 
Strangely, I see icons appear on my screen that look like Chinese or Japanese ideograms. 
When I press on them, nothing very special happens, but I understand that it is the very place 
I am photographing, which makes these semi-transparent icons appear. At the same place, the 
road continues, but there are two almost parallel paths on the right, which go up into the 


mountains, into the wilderness. I consider taking one of them, perhaps to reach a specific 
place (and perhaps with a spiritual, religious value, as if all this were a pilgrimage). Two men 
are there, apparently hiking, and start to climb one of the paths, as if it were normal, in the 
middle of the night. We exchange a few words. 


* 


I am in my car, parked or temporarily stopped, on the side of my parents' house — where my 
father usually parks. I don't remember what I was doing, but at one point I suddenly realize 
that there is a gigantic flood; the water is halfway up the car. Maybe I'm talking to my parents 
or someone on the phone. Then I'm outside, walking down some streets, maybe entering one 
or more houses. I think it's night. An atmosphere of disaster, where you don't meet anyone, 
but which has nothing frightening, on the contrary, even. Very peaceful. 


* 


I enter a kind of technical room where a bed and some furniture are installed. It looks like a 
public toilet converted into a living room, in a municipal swimming pool, a gymnasium, a 
high school, or a place like that. It is dark. You can't see anything in particular, but I know the 
place is frighteningly dirty; the floor, covered with years of urine and grime of all kinds. I'll 
have to clean everything from top to bottom, and I don't know where to start, I don't know 
where to put any of my stuff and it fills me with disgust and anxiety. I see a spider running on 
the bed, or on a wall; I start to chase it, without success. It is huge. 


* 


A trip in a streetcar, slow, pleasant. The strange building, dark, austere stairwells, where I go. 
I try to enter an apartment, maybe mine — an old lady comes in, surprised, and I realize I'm on 
the wrong floor: it's her apartment. She tells me (looking down to the floors below, or else 
down a hole in the floor, blocked by a metal grid) about an invisible witch, in the building, 
who is looking for something. I tell myself that underneath her apparent calmness and 
cordiality, she is completely crazy, but that at the same time nothing proves to me that this is 
not true. At one point, I go up the stairs and suddenly there are no more steps — I would have 
to jump or install a ladder to get to the next landing. A friend is there, maybe he helps me up. 
I am at Pierre and Michele's (a long corridor in the apartment, like at Michael R.'s) and 
Doctor Gérard, a little younger, enters for a consultation. I hesitate to tell him that in a few 
years I will be his neighbor. I enter another apartment, with a lot of other people, and 
Marie-Rose — maybe it's her place. It's a party. A video where I see myself completely drunk 
at a previous party. I'm sitting on the floor with Martine and there are other people I'm talking 
to, who are laughing at me a bit. I speak very slowly and with difficulty, whereas in my 
memory, I was not that drunk. I get back on the streetcar in the opposite direction, which 
passes over ultra-high hills like a roller coaster. I see a church repainted in bright, shimmering 
colors as I pass down a long street, like avenue Leclerc in Nancy. But I forgot something, my 
jacket and its contents, so I go back to the building. I don't know if I can get my things back 
or not. I call Pierre to come and pick me up by car, then. I call him from Fanny's apartment, 
who also lives in this building. Leonard —I think — is at her place, in any case, in her room 
(where a single bed is set up against a wall, in addition to hers) I see several people, including 
at least one priest, preparing for an exorcism. The possessed person looks like he is in terrible 
pain and his face is masked, by a hood without holes for the eyes and mouth, or something 
like that. They enter another room, from the bedroom, where I do not follow them. 


I'm sitting on a bench with a girl, I don't know who. A guy arrives, Turkish or gypsy look, 
dressed correctly, but looking totally ravaged by mental illness and inbreeding. A bad air. He 
approaches me and starts talking to me, asking me things or trying to touch me, as if to show 
me something, with gestures at the same time insistent and cautious, like someone who 
prepares a bad blow and tries to give the change. I defend myself and I don't know how, I kill 
or hurt the guy horribly. I drag him to a police station where they applaud me. 


* 


A doddering grandmother, amnesiac, confused, in a steep street, which reminds me of the 
Montagne Street. It is night, the traffic is very dense, the cars drive fast. Do I save her by 
pulling her off the road before she gets run over? 


* 


I walk along a tourist beach, or to be more exact, along a concrete path that borders the 
beach, with showers and other facilities typical of this kind of place. I must be with my 
family, because I think of my father, I think — either he is already there a little further, or he 
stayed behind, or I pass him. It is a beautiful day, a golden, low-angled sun. Then I am in a 
car, in winding and sloping streets — those of the city where I am on holiday. I get lost or go 
in circles, but eventually I find the right road, still towards the beach. I pass under a tunnel 
and have to stop the car in the middle of it because of an obstacle or something. People come 
and go on foot through this passage. I get out of the car and arrive at the beach, in the middle 
of other people, with my feet in the water. 


* 


I'm walking in a country landscape; fields, a kind of moorland, maybe bordering a forest. 
Nothing is really scary or unhealthy, but there is a heavy atmosphere. Do I run into an old 
man at some point? I'm here for a specific reason that I've forgotten, maybe some kind of 
mission, something related to good and evil. 


* 


I enter an underground passage, between the network of cellars and the cave. It is dark, the 
ground is irregular, the geography of the place very tortured. It is dark and frightening. There 
are multiple dangers, but it's mostly the idea (or the sight, I don't know) of snakes that 
terrifies me. I have a book with me, a sort of manual, or Choose Your Own Adventure, which 
comments on what I am experiencing. I get scared and want to turn back; then I realize that in 
a supernatural way, the door through which I entered has been walled up. This place is 
probably Hell, I become aware of it and I feel a total horror rising in me. But the cement still 
seems fresh, and I dig with my bare hands to "unblock" the door and escape. I have to get rid 
of several such obstacles (which I have forgotten). Having put the book down for a few 
moments, I hasten to retrieve it, feeling that it may be useful to me. I manage to go back up 
and find myself at 33 Saint-Denis Street. I catch my breath and my spirits, sitting in the 
dining room. A scraping sound is heard behind me, and I scream (and wake up screaming). 


I am on Montagne Street, or a street that looks like it. Maybe I've been drinking, a lot. I see 
firemen or doctors arrive in a panic, because of a suicide attempt call or something, related to 
me— maybe a hoax or a call for help from me. I slip away into a small street or covered 
passageway, which leads to a place between the vacant lot, the abandoned square and the 
squat. Rocks, diseased grass on the ground, maybe a half-ruined building or two. I kneel 
down, for a reason I forgot, and realize when I get up that my pants are wet, sticky, and smell 
bad; I understand that the place is used as a latrine for the city's tramps, and that the ground is 
full of urine, and excrement. I feel a deep disgust at the same time as a certain disorder, 
almost a shameful pleasure: the smell which reigns there is that of the toilets at my 
grandparents', a smell of sceptic tank, of pipes, and that has a "Proustian" effect on me. 


* 


I am in a house, at night, with someone else - Emmanuelle, or not. It's both my house (or my 
apartment, I don't really know) and a house where I'm staying for a vacation. It was quite 
dark, with a strange, cold light. I hear eerie music and noises, and I become aware that they 
were there before, and have been there many times, like a background that I am not even 
aware of anymore. And I measure — all in one second, without really formulating it — what 
weight it has on my psyche, my mood. I look up and see a television in the corner of the 
room —a sort of empty room or like a storeroom, which would also be an entrance to the 
house? The light is cold, bluish. There is a western on the television, and I realize that the 
music and the noises were coming from there. This is not reassuring at all: when I try to turn 
it off, and even to unplug the cables (a really strange arrangement of cables, which suggests 
something malicious, very voluntary), the television continues. I don't know how, I manage to 
do it anyway. The question remains: who wanted to parasitize my mind? When I leave the 
house, it is always at night and I go up a street which resembles the Sauvage Street, and the 
surroundings of the Synagogue. But with something more "exotic", perhaps, as if it were a 
city I was discovering. Then I walk up a long street, dotted with restaurants and cafés. Their 
dishes look quite strange, unusual food mixtures. Some of them offer an Internet connection, 
and while looking at a sign that talks about it, I get approached by the owner, and explain to 
him that I don't need it. 


I flee through streets—this is a very steep city with narrow, crowded lanes, like Mont 
Saint-Michel. There are a lot of guards patrolling and they seem to be looking for someone, I 
assume it's me, and I panic, but I soon realize that walking normally, I go unnoticed. They are 
looking for other people, or preparing for something — an atmosphere of insurrection reigns in 
the streets. When I arrive downstairs at the city gate, night has fallen and the city gates are 
being closed, barricaded. Only the women are outside and watch the show; I understand that 
it is a kind of ritual, a sacrifice, from which only they will come out alive. But I manage to 
get out, in extremis. Is Emmanuelle among the women outside? 


* 


I am walking with my mother and sister, probably, in an unknown city, located near Paris (I 
will see it later in the dream, on a map of France). We pass a big white house, rather decrepit, 
which reminds me of the few houses belonging to the army, and more or less abandoned, on 


the Joffre Avenue, near the Protestant temple. The house is called "Meyerbach" or something 
like that. It is a kind of orphanage or home for troubled youth, and we have an ancestor who 
lived there. The moment is quite moving, and I really want to go into this building to explore 
it, to discover it — in a way I kind of envy my ancestor. But we continue through streets and 
alleys, towards another building linked to our family history. The night falls little by little, the 
weather is mild. We arrive in front of the building; it is now a cocktail bar, with neon lights, 
warm and fluorescent lighting, rather pleasant. Do we stop for a drink? I always think of the 
"Meyerbach" hostel, which attracts me with its old-fashioned, dilapidated appearance and all 
the weight of the past it carries. 


A serial killer, perhaps in a car, a la Jacques Rancon, following a woman — either I am the 
woman, or I am watching the scene, like a simple look. The woman accelerates, on foot or in 
a car, down the street (crowded, big city streets, after dark). Is someone advising her, in real 
time, to escape the killer? 


* 


Emmanuelle and I, sleeping together again, during a kind of orgy / pagan ceremony / 
historical reenactment, in the open air, at night. In a district which makes think of that of the 
place Stanislas. I take her in doggy style, standing, in a minimal and bluish lighting. Then we 
are hand in hand, and other people are talking to us, I'm bored because I don't really want to 
get back together with her as a couple, to re-engage, to dive back into psychodramas and 
insoluble contradictions. 


* 


I am in Paris, it is night. A few dozen meters away, I see the illuminated spire of a church 
where I must go for a special mass. I hurry to be on time, but when I get there, I talk to a guy, 
and something is wrong, either it's not the right church, or the mass is actually taking place 
somewhere else... I'm pissed off and hurry even more to arrive on time, in a completely 
different part of Paris. I walk along the Seine, and there is a lot of activity — people in the 
streets, riverboats, restaurants and theaters with bright and attractive signs. An impression of 
endless activity and pleasure. Strangely, despite the street lights and business signs, it is very 
dark, as if a black veil is superimposed on the world. I walk forward and end up in front of an 
open door that seems to open onto a bottomless pit or something downward and eerie, 
abnormal; people are milling around, including a middle-aged woman. Are they deciding 
whether to go down there or not, having something to do down there? I go closer to look and 
in fact it's a perfectly normal staircase, but something in its design or in the paint on the walls 
makes it look like a bottomless pit, steep. I go up to a room because the building turns out to 
be a hotel. It is dark. I have a travel bag with me, and I realize while unpacking it that it is full 
of dirt — maybe because of a walk I made in the mud. I'm annoyed and repulsed by this. 


* 


I am with Emmanuelle and I show her a small notebook where I have bound texts that I have 
written and printed. It has a nice soft leather cover (like the diaries you can buy at the 
Leclerc). She looks at it, then almost immediately scribbles on it, with a pen whose point she 
wants to check. I am scandalized by the contempt, the negligence, the casualness, the 
shamelessness she shows, and I explode. She doesn't seem to understand the violence of my 
reaction nor what she did so wrong. I leave, determined not to forgive her. 


A scene in a bakery, I think. Maybe it's closing, and doesn't have much left. 


I am in front of a house, in a street, Nadége must live there since she is there, and we discuss. 
At this time it is her who became the culprit of the scribbled notebook, and I always want her, 
but she shows herself seductive, hot, ready to all the solicitations, and I flirt with her, rub me 
with her buttocks, grope her, extremely excited. 


* 


I chat with Eric who shows me a very old video game, playing it on my own PC screen. My 
mother is around, and seeing the game, tells me that when I was a kid or teenager, she bought 
me this game, but didn't give it to me, for some reason. She still has it on hand, brand new in 
its packaging. I tell Eric, a little proud to have a new copy of this classic. 


I am with my father in one of the garages (the one on the left) of 12 Ruffec Street. He parks 
there. I point out that it wasn't ours at the time, but he tells me that due to lack of space, the 
inhabitants of the building (of which he seems to be a part) share the garages as they can. I 
take pictures of the interior, the light is beautiful, the atmosphere quite moving and "scary" at 
the same time, like all the returns in time. 


* 


Pauline comes alone to my house. It's dark, it's neither night nor day, I live in a small 
apartment in an obscure, old-fashioned building, like Guerrier de Dumast Street (but the 
landings are long corridors with many apartments). We say goodbye, or something like that. 
We hug each other, we kiss — on the cheek or on the mouth, I don't know, but either way, we 
flirt more and more, little by little, in a very exciting, moving, secret atmosphere. 


* 


I am in a house or an apartment (old, dark) that has several rooms. Emmanuelle is there and 
perhaps it is her home; I ask her sheepishly if I can sleep in one of the rooms, the furthest 
from a source of noise that chronically prevents me from sleeping. Finding such a refuge 
comforts me enormously. 


* 


I'm in a bar or some such public place. There is a giant screen, like a soccer game, except that 
it shows an amateur pornographic film (related to me, I think, even if I'm not in it) where 
Florence is being fucked by a man. I am fascinated, overwhelmed, as always, by her look, the 
indecipherable and perverse expression on her face, and by the violence, the domination that 
the man is putting her through. 


* 


I walk, in the evening — even at night — towards the pedestrian zone, Verdun Street, etc. There 
are a lot of people in the streets, as if it were a party night or a demonstration of some kind. I 
may be with other people, but I'm walking next to a girl of about 25-30, pretty brunette, 
apparently an important local figure (MP? entrepreneur?) whom I subtly flirt with, by dint of 


smiles and "brilliant" conversation. Later, we are (among other people, I think) in Neunkirch, 
in the church, or a building related to the church. It is still very dark. Old wooden stairs, 
exposed beams, bluish moonlight. We have something special to do here, something to do 
with the sacred, or maybe even the occult. In a lighted room, I continue to charm the girl, 
who beats me cold, looking embarrassed; obviously she likes me less than before. I make this 
remark to her. Then, we leave all together, in a car parked on a small parking lot which is 
next to the Saint-Denis church, approximately in front of Stenger's house. It is still night. 


* 


I am with Emmanuelle and we are doing or about to do something together, I don't know 
what. At least that's what I think, because when I tell her about it, she tells me she has to go 
to work, and I realize that indeed the morning is coming and she is working. We are in some 
kind of parking lot or public place of this kind. I plan to take a photographic walk in the light 
of dawn, while walking back to my home — which I find myself in without transition. It's not 
really my home, but a small, narrow, long apartment that I'm occupying temporarily, perhaps 
as a refuge, as a place to hide and rest, in silence — in fact, I notice that there is absolutely no 
sound. I tell myself that I should move to this peaceful residential area, at the edge of the 
woods and fields; but I also tell myself that I will have trouble fitting all my things in. 


* 


I walk through an unspecified city with my father, and we pass through what seems to be a 
mixture of a fair and a party organized by the city itself, for a particular occasion; in this case, 
to celebrate the acquisition of some new municipal equipment. I tell my father, who doesn't 
really understand why, that this debauchery of expensive festivities, not really justified, 
shocks me. When I insist, he takes a sardonic tone to tell me that the God I adore (these are 
his words) is also betrayed daily by a Church given to luxury. I am blown away by this attack 
and do not know what to say; I am also torn between a kind of relief that my faith is now 
known and openly spoken of, and the idea that if my family takes it in this mocking tone, I 
may have to break up. 


* 


I am only a look, a camera that attends the scene: an occult sect, in a city building, led by a 
couple of men (homosexuals or just friends, I don't know anymore). The places, the looks of 
the people, the atmosphere, are reminiscent of an old Cronenberg. One of the two men, a 
dark-haired, slightly Jewish type, is the mystic, or the medium of the couple. I don't really 
know why, he is called the Dog, or he is often compared, incongruously, vaguely mocking, to 
a dog. At one point we see people running out of a room (like a large office or classroom), 
and panic invades the building in a few seconds. Something has been summoned, 
accidentally. A deadly danger. And it's related to the "Dog". 


It's obviously the end of the world, a zombie apocalypse. I'm alone in an abandoned house. 
It's pretty nice and warm outside, everything looks peaceful. I leave the house where 
everything is upside down. I think about the library and tell myself that I could make myself 
useful by placing books on survival, gardening, DIY, etc. in various places in the city and in 
the countryside around. Later I meet a woman. Perhaps I follow her, in any case, I make a 
long way with other people, numerous. We arrive in a big building of offices and / or 


dwellings. I decide, I don't know why, not to stay there, but to go to the toilets before leaving. 
I lose myself, while looking for them, in innumerable corridors, dead ends, deserted floors. 


* 


I live in a rather modern apartment, obviously high up in a building, with strange but 
beautiful lighting; very intense, almost fluorescent neon colors. I take pictures of different 
rooms (a corridor, a kind of messy office with a parasol), with my smartphone, enjoying the 
mere fact of living there, in this beautiful setting, of knowing that it's my home, that it's mine. 
A little later I see a guy passing by at the other end of the central corridor of the apartment; he 
comes out of the bathroom as if nothing had happened, and I understand or remember that it's 
not the first time it happens. It's a neighbor who comes, unbothered, to use my toilet. I go and 
find him and yell at him. 


* 


I am in a house, I see Laurence, near a window. I think of "rituals", a mixture of artistic 
performance and real rituals, less esoteric than existential in a way (I don't remember what 
they consisted of exactly, but it was related to the houses themselves). 


* 


I enter a house with one or more children, frightened. It's their house. Something bad seems 
to have happened. We go up some stairs and I see on the floor, on the steps, two dead bodies, 
one of them a young girl—a young teenager or a small adult, I can't tell. I hear a woman's 
voice, which I identify as the mother, elsewhere in the house, screaming and/or calling for 
help. I understand that the killer is still there. I get lost in rooms, closets, dressing rooms, etc., 
in rows, dark and labyrinthine. 


* 


Jonathan F. explains to me (in person or on the phone, I don't know) some things about the 
corpses, in a funny tone. I don't remember what exactly, but it's about the moment when they 
are "mature" enough to have turned black. 


I'm walking in the fields, with other people, and/or children. We can see a city below, in the 
distance. But there is also, a few meters away, a kind of model that reproduces the city, 
hideously touristy. This invasion of "authentic" spaces by tourism, culture, official discourse, 
etc... makes me mad with rage. We start destroying the miniature houses, and I explain why 
to one or more walkers who come to see what's going on. 


I walk outside, maybe near a church. The weather is very nice. Jonathan F. calls me on the 
phone and looks confused, hesitant, laughs nervously, etc., and talks to me about wills or that 
kind of thing. Asks me legal questions (as if I know anything about it). He finally tells me 
that it concerns him, and I understand that he is dying. He says to me with a sad laugh: "You 
should see me, I'm already black. 


* 


Still outside walking, I think about the next album that I plan to compose and release for the 
20th anniversary of the project. Maybe I'm talking with FX on the phone. I hear (in my head 
or through headphones) some pretty nasty electronic sounds, hissing, feedback, white noise, 
etc., maybe some very experimental music that I already have in stock and would use on the 
album. 


* 


I'm walking in the fields, maybe at the edge of the woods. I don't know exactly where I am, 
but probably not far from my town. At a fork in the road, I take a path that I have already 
crossed but never taken. I arrive at the entrance of a private domain, perhaps a sports domain. 
It is closed by hedges or fences, with a porch, open, where I can see the estate itself and 
people who seem to be having a good time. I don't care about it inwardly, like a club for 
snobs. But when I walk in, it's very beautiful; it looks like an old village. Nothing picturesque 
or valuable, but a good old-fashioned decor that makes you feel like you're back home. I find 
myself in a kitchen where people — young women? — are preparing meals, for participants of 
some event. I feel at home, back in a community, a kind of place, a kind of life, from which I 
would have stayed away too long. I want to stay there, to help these women, to get involved 
in the life of this community. To still enjoy this slightly old-fashioned, village-like setting that 
makes me feel like I'm finally home again. 


* 


I am at home, but in what seems to be my first apartment. I'm trying to reorganize the 
furniture, the layout of my synthesizer, the PC screen and keyboard, etc. I've set up the 
synthesizer on what used to be my dining table, clearly giving up on a social life, on dinner 
parties, and on a new home. I have installed the synth on what used to be my dining table, 
clearly renouncing a social life, dinners with friends, etc. I'm considering buying a camping 
table to eat at in the kitchen, since I don't need more. 


* 


I'm at 3 Abeilles Street, but as I look out the window of the "mess" where I might still have a 
PC, I see a rural landscape, attractive, mysterious, that triggers in me a kind of mixed 
nostalgia and happiness — the happiness of telling myself that I could go out, explore all this, 
that it's within reach and that it's the real world. But I immediately realize that as long as the 
computer is there, as long as the Internet is available, I will always be a prisoner of it, unable 
to really focus on the world around me. Unable to really live in it. 


* 


I am walking in the nature, with someone, maybe Xavier. We are on a country road. On the 
side, a building with a door, like a half-buried house, between a bunker and contemporary 
architecture. We know that this is one of the entrances to a network of underground passages 
that people like us explore, and it's all related to a "second world", a dimension parallel to, or 
inferior to, ours, with an evil undertone. We go in and it's actually a lived-in house. People 
are there. But it seems normal that they have this entrance to their home. And they're not even 
the only ones. We tell them that we want to enter the underground, and we hang out with 
them in the kitchen. A little bit of sinister prole. I'm suspicious. Everyone is looking at 
something in the garden and I realize that someone is hanging from a tree. Other people are 


there, haggard, and I understand that the family did this to them. The atmosphere is not less 
friendly or relaxed. I decide to enter the underground and arrive in one of the house's panelled 
corridors. One of the kids arrives and tells me that the door is there; a wall opens, I enter. I 
pass two fifty years old guys, a bit rustic, not threatening but I feel that deep inside they are 
dangerous, evil people. I advance and arrive in front of a wall where there is a panel with a 
kind of enigma, a test to begin the way. I am aware that I am unable to succeed but I launch 
myself anyway. I fail and the punishment begins to set in motion (which will probably kill 
me), Xavier arrives and I ask him where he was, telling him that if he had been there I might 
have succeeded. 


* 


I see the streets of an incredibly dilapidated and dirty neighborhood, a series of barns, 
warehouses, red brick houses and other buildings that evoke an abandoned industrial past. 
Some details (I don't remember which ones) suggest that this is an area of marginal people on 
a war footing, and I mentally link it to the Tarnac group. Later, I am in one of these buildings, 
with my family. Maybe we are there on vacation. Later still I am outside, in a slightly steep 
place, and perhaps with water below. I am with Nadine, a girl with whom I was in elementary 
school and who may also have been at my middle school or high school; in all she is no 
longer a little girl, but a young woman, and I identify her at once. We flirted and warmed up 
severely, but it did not end there. 


* 


I'm driving on an expressway or a highway, and it looks like the trip between Plombieres and 
Nancy. I look for the exit to a city, I don't know which one, maybe a city that doesn't exist in 
reality, but I'm wrong, or try another exit in desperation, and find myself in a small town off 
Nancy-Metz. I get out of the car and walk in the streets. The evening falls. There are open 
terraces, preparations for a party. Perhaps it is a national holiday evening; in the town where I 
have to go too, there are demonstrations. I meet Anne with whom I discuss, perhaps about 
what she has planned for that evening, and/or how I can find my way back. But time passes 
and I consider more and more to stay where I am. 


* 


I am driving on a long and wide country road. I don't know where to go anymore. I turn right, 
on a smaller road, just before a level crossing, or the entrance of an estate, maybe. Later I 
make exactly the same trip but forget to turn right. I end up in a place where there are lots of 
people, obviously tourists. It's quite beautiful, a bit of forest, with a mossy ground, scattered 
with stumps, tufts of grass. But it is an "artificial" place, arranged at least, for visitors. There 
are explanatory panels, made of wood, quite nice, a bit old, and even a part of the ground 
which is closed by glass cases and constitutes a kind of giant terrarium. I realize that I have 
already seen it as a child, during a class trip, probably. Later on, Iam with some people from 
the parish (Frédérique?) and we are organizing a demonstration, but I don't know what. 


* 
I am with Xavier, we do I do not know what. When we leave each other, I am (probably in 


my car) in the middle of the countryside, and I stop in front of a few small farm buildings or 
something like that, probably at the entrance to or away from a village. Maybe there is also a 


castle, a church, or something to see that made me stop. I enter a building and arrive in a 
large hall where a village party is starting, with a refreshment bar, a space where lunch or 
dinner will take place later, a dance floor, etc. I feel a great urge to go to the party. I feel a 
great desire to stay there, to eat, to drink, to listen to the music, to melt into this community 
and its conviviality, but I have almost no money on me. I decided to stay and eat anyway and 
asked about the menu, its price, etc. 


* 


I see a statue of Christ on the Cross showing an advanced decomposing corpse with a broken 
body; I understand that it is degenerating along with the soul of its owner — perhaps it is me 
in this dream. 


I'm at a crossroads between a train station concourse and a mall like San Sebastian Center. I 
have to withdraw money, for some reason I have forgotten. I go upstairs, through the stairs, 
and arrive on a platform where it is almost completely dark. Many people are sitting on 
chairs; nothing special is happening, it is a very relaxing and attractive moment. I climb to the 
top floor, which is very narrow; a simple circular terrace, showing a panoramic view of the 
dark landscape. I take out my cell phone to take what pictures I can, and realize that the 
camera captures much better than my eye; through the screen I see a beautiful countryside 
landscape, fields and trees as far as the eye can see, the sky is purple, the light strange and 
beautiful. I take pictures from all angles, amazed. 


* 


I'm in something between the public park and the roadside fields. It's night time, there are a 
lot of "young people" (maybe high school or college students) of which I am somehow part. 
Lots of alcohol, a festive atmosphere, etc. I need to urinate and I isolate myself as much as 
possible, against a wall or a tree, trying to ignore the young people a few meters away from 
me. I close my eyes, try not to hear anything. It "transports" me into another setting, like a 
dream within a dream. I am alone in a building corridor, open on one side on a vast interior 
courtyard, which gives onto other corridors, other open apartments, terraces, etc. I am 
particularly looking at a tiny apartment, which is a little bit different. I look particularly at a 
tiny apartment on the top floor, which is separated from the sky only by a plastic tarp. I 
wonder how the person who lives there does when it rains, or in winter. Maybe it's the 
apartment of a girl I knew, or mine when I was young, or both. This setting reminds me of my 
youth, of the notion of loneliness, discomfort, poverty, vulnerability that I associate with 
youth, of the first experience of life alone, which I usually try to forget, and I mentally hear a 
strange music, a mixture of parasitic noises and a distorted and dissonant singer's voice, 
which I identify as music that I would have either listened to or composed, in the past ; and 
this music distresses me, it is oppressive and unhealthy, and it sends me back to a last 
memory. The memory of moments of terror, at the end of my adolescence and at the 
beginning of my studies, when in a half-sleep I felt an evil presence around me, in my room, 
in my studio, an evil presence that I forgot and wanted to forget most of the time, but whose 
conscience came back to me in the dozing or when I woke up, and it was then all the rest of 
my life which was only a dream. 


